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Dear Reader,

In China, and many other Asian countries, animals: wild and what we consider as pets, are bred, housed and transported in the most harshly conditions. These animals are mostly skinned alive for their fur, or tortured beyond believe for food. Baby seals’ heads are bashed in while the mothers have to helplessly look on… all in the name     of “fashion”. Wolves, foxes and so many other animals are hunted – for fun and because it’s a “sport” and a big achievement if you succeed to kill an innocent animal, and don’t forget the “fashion” element. Animals are tortured and they die in agony           and alone to be experimented on to make products “safe” for us humans.                                                  

Our own pets are being abused, left without food or water, chained, thrown away        and forgotten. Thousands of animals are cramped in small cages on breeding farms, never to know a kind word or gentle touch or what it feels like to play or feel what grass feels like. These animals suffer daily from lack of medical care and proper treatment and are forced to produce litter at a phenomenal rate – to profit pet shops! The puppies are taken away from the mother at a very young age and often they die           at a very young age because of infections and sicknesses. The mothers die a long, painful and lonely death. 

All money raised from this book will be donated to animal welfare organisations      that are dedicated in finding loving homes for animals, give them medical attention and provide them life for as long as they can. However, our help is needed, please    reach out and help the people who dedicate their lives to safe the lives of the voiceless. 

The number of abandoned and abused animals is shocking and these organisations               need all the help they can get. With your help an animal can be kept alive long                enough to be adopted by a loving family.

Please, don’t stop here… donate or adopt a new life-long loyal friend.                                               Visit these websites for more information…

Wolfshaven Sanctuary:


Kitty / Puppy Haven:
www.wolfshavenanimalsanctaury.org.za

www.kittyhaven.co.za
Animal Ambulance:



Claw:
www.animalambulance.co.za


www.claw-sa.org.za
Mdzananda Animal Clinic:


Kitten Corner:
www.mdzananda.co.za


www.kittencorner.co.za
National Council of S.P.C.A.’s:

F.O.R.A.:
www.nspca.co.za



www.blogs.up.ac.za
Wetnose:




Animals in Distress:

www.wetnose.org.za



www.animalsindistress.org.za
A Dog’s Prayer
Author: Beth Norman Harris

Treat me kindly, my beloved master, for no fear 

in all the world is more grateful for kindness 

than the loving heart of me.

Do not break my spirit with a stick, for though I should 

lick your hand between the blows, your patience and 

understanding will more quickly teach me the 

things you would have me do.

Speak to me often, for your voice is the world’s 

sweetest music, as you must know by the fierce 

wagging of my tail when your footsteps falls 

upon my waiting ear.

When it is cold and wet, please take me inside, 

for I am now a domesticated animal, no longer 

used to bitter elements.

Ad I ask no greater glory than the privilege of sitting 

at your feet beside the hearth.

Though had you no home, I would rather follow 

you through ice and snow than rest upon the 

softest pillow in the warmest home in all the land, 

for you are my god and I am your devoted worshiper.

Keep my pan filled with fresh water, for although 

I should not reproach you were it dry, I cannot tell 

you when I suffer thirst.

Feed me clean food, that I may stay well, to romp 

and play and do your bidding, to walk by your side, 

and stand ready, willing and able to protect you with my 

life should your life be in danger.

And, beloved master, should the great Master see fit 

to deprive me of my health or sight, do not turn 

me away from you.

Rather hold me gently in your arms as skilled hands 

grant me the merciful boon of eternal rest – 

and I will leave you knowing with the last breath I drew, 

my fate was ever safest in your hands.

A Dog Sits Waiting

Author: Unknown

A dog sits waiting in the 

cold autumn sun,

Too faithful to leave, 

too frightened to run.

He’s been here for days now, 

with nothing to do,

But sit by the road, 

waiting for you.

He can’t understand why 

you left him that day.

He thought you and he 

were stopping to play.

He’s sure you’ll be back, 

and that’s why he stays.

How long will he suffer? 

How many more days?

His legs have grown weak, 

his throat’s parched and dry,

He’s sick now from hunger 

and falls, with a sigh.

 He lays down his head 

and closes his eyes,

I wish you could see 

how a waiting dog dies.

A Dog’s Soul

Author: Unknown

Every dog must have a soul

Somewhere deep inside

Where all his hurts and grievances

Are buried with his pride

Where he decides the good and bad

The wrong way from the right, 

And where his judgment carefully

Is hidden from our sight.

A dog must have a secret place

Where every though abides,

A sort of closure acquaintance that

He trusts in and confides

And when accused unjustly for

Himself, He cannot speak,

Rebuked, He finds within soul

The comfort he must seek.

He’ll love, though he is unloved,

And he’ll serve though badly used,

And one kind word will wipe away

The times when he’s abused.

Although his heart may break in two

His love will still be whole,

Because God gave every dog

An understanding Soul!

A Letter from your Pet in Heaven

Author: Unknown

To my dearest family,

some things I’d like to say.

But first of all, to let you know

that I arrived okay.

I’m writing this from the Bridge.

Here I will dwell with God above.

Here there’s no more tears of sadness.

Here is just eternal love.

Please do not be unhappy

just because I’m out of sight.

Remember that I am with you

every morning, noon and night.

That day I had to leave you

when my life on earth was through,

God picked me up and hugged me

and He said, “I welcome you.

It’s good to have you back again,

you were missed while you were gone.

As for your dearest family,

They’ll be here later on”.

God gave me a list of things,

that he wished for me to do.

And foremost on the list,

was to watch and care for you.

And when you lie in bed at night

the day’s chores put to flight,

god and I are closest to you…

in the middle of the night.

When you think of my life on earth,

and all those loving years,

because you are only human,

they are bound to bring you tears.

But do not be afraid to cry:

it does relieve the pain.

Remember there would be no flowers,

unless there were some rain.

I wish that I could tell you

all that God has planned.

If I were to tell you,

you wouldn’t understand.

But one thing is for certain,

though my life on earth is o’er.

I’m closer to you know,

than I ever was before.

There are rocky roads ahead of you

and many hills to climb;

but together we can do it

by taking one day at a time.

It was always my philosophy 

and I’d like it for you too;

that as you give unto the world,

the world will give to you.

If you can help somebody 

who’s in pain;

then you can say to God at night…

“My day was not in vain”.

And now I am contented…

that my life was worthwhile.

Knowing as I passed along

God says: "If you meet somebody 
who is sad and feeling low; 
Just lend a hand to pick him up, 
as on your way you go. 
When you're walking down the street 
with me on your mind; 
I'm walking in your footsteps 
only half a step behind." 
"And when it's time for you to go... 
from that body to be free. 
Remember you're not going... 
you're coming here to me."

A Prayer for Little Paws

Author: Unknown

This is a prayer for little paws

All up and down the land

Driven away, no friendly voice,

Never an outstretched hand.

For weary little paws of beasts

Torn and stained with red.

And never a home and never a rest

‘Til little beasts are dead.

Oh God of homeless things, look down

And try to ease the way

Of all the little weary paws

That walk the world today.

-------------------------------------------

Dedicated to A.L.F.

Animal Liberation Front

They are wearing black, 

I can hear them coming.

They cut my chain, 

not my flesh.

We run into the night, 

I am free.

They give me life.

Far away from terror, 

Freed by terrorists….

You decide.

Dedicated to the brave members of A.L.F. who risk their own

lives to save the lives of those who can’t speak

With my Eyes
Author: Brenda Shoss

My prayer tonight is for all who lie down in chains and cages.

Alone and afraid on a concrete floor
Soundless screams lost beneath the clang of metal
Locked in rooms most will never see.

I feel their fear arise in my soul
Ancient yet new...
A primal flame burning against the walls of my heart.

I want to scream an endless note,
Loud and true:

Clubbed. Forgotten. Dismembered. 
Forgotten. Gassed. Forgotten.
Beaten. Forgotten. Burned.
Forgotten. Electrocuted. Forgotten.
Abandoned. Forgotten. Poisoned.
Forgotten. Skinned. Forgotten.
Shot. Forgotten. Caged.
Forgotten. Shackled. Forgotten.
Murdered. Forgotten.

And with my eyes, they will be seen.
With my voice, they will be heard.
With my hands, they will know comfort.
With my action, they will be free.

Dear God, fill their oppressors with mercy and empathy.
Dear God, instill compassion where there is apathy. 
Replace horror with grace.
Bloodshed with healing.

Restore all humans and animals to their natural place.
Liberate all humans and animals from greed, violence and hate. 

So that tonight and evermore, ALL may lie down to sleep
unchained, uncaged, free.

AMEN
A Shelter Dog’s Poem

Author: Unknown

One upon a time, you see,

There was a little pup

For reasons unbeknownst to me,

his family gave him up.

Maybe it was chewing

Everything that he could find.

Maybe they were busy and

Just didn’t have the time.

They took him to the shelter

And they just left him there.

Outside, alone, in the cage

Shivering and scared.

Even though they knew inside

If he went through those doors

He may never have the chance 

To find a home like yours.

He sat there crying silently

Wondering what he did

That was so bad that they just

Had to leave him like they did.

However fate was smiling

On that little pup that day

Because a lady saw him

And she whisked him right away.

He got a second chance at life

That others may have not

And now he's in a loving home

With everything he wants.

Every day he gets that love

That he was looking for

And silently is thankful for when

She walked through that door.

Others may not have this chance

So open up your heart

And adopt a shelter dog to take

And give a brand new start.

A Wolf’s Plea

Author: Des (Lone Wolf)

As I walked into the night,

Scared and lonely with no more fight.

I try to think of what is was that made them hate me so,

Somebody out there please hear my cries,

I’m tired and lonely. I don’t want to die.

I am lost and wondering with no place to go,

 My loved ones were taken down below.

The shadows of wings came flying over above,

I had turned my head to see nothing but blood.

Nothing for me to do but run,

Oh, how they had taken the ones I love.

I hide behind a tree,

Hoping they won’t see me.

Trying to catch my breath,

All I hear is death.

Why have they forsaken me,

Taking our souls and our dignity.

I run away as far as I can,

Knowing tomorrow there will be Wings landing again.

So if you hear my cries across the skies,

Please ask them for me. Why?

And when they look at you with a grin,

With an answer that makes no sense.

Please tell them for me,

That I now too have wings to fly.

This poem was written to enlighten those oblivious to the plight of the 

great and wonderful wolves of Alaska!

Before I Die

Author: Jim Willis  - 2002

‘Tis lonely here in prison,

I dream of sun, of fields,

I saw them from a window once,

but I don’t know how they feel.

I’ve never known a caress,

a friend, a bone, a toy,

I’d happily companion,

a human girl or boy.

But some men have decided,

with selfishness and greed,

that my fate shall be a cage,

and for my keep, I’ll breed.

What should fuel this folly?

My kind may bark in vain.

We care not for your commerce,

and few know of our pain.

We’re hidden well from justice,

for our freedom same may cry.

God grant me, please, just one request –

Let me play once before I die.

Dedicated to the millions of animals who never knew the sun and fresh air, those 

regarded as property, and who profited human bank accounts. Please help change laws 

that ignore animals are sentient beings deserving of guardianship. Help stop the lobbyist 

and illegal activities of puppy/kitten mills and petshop trade associations, and 

international humane organizations who are waging campaigns against this abuse. 

Billy

Author: Kristen Sharer

When Billy was 6, One fine Easter day,

He received a gift, With which he could play.

It was a sweet bunny, With hair to the floor.

What could have happened, When it was found dead by the door?

Accidental, they said. Billy’s just a child.

He just played too rough. He got a little bit wild.

When Billy was 10, At a neighbour’s house,

He poured some bleached, On a friendly pet mouse.

Boys will be boys, Is what they said.

Be careful, they added, As they patted his head.

When Billy turned 12, They found some deep cuts

On the face and the neck, Of the sweet family mutt.

No harm was done. The dog’s not hurt bad.

He didn’t mean to do it. He truly feels sad.

When Billy was 16, He took a gun to school.

He fired upon them, While calling them fools.

When Billy was finished, Having his fun,

He smiled at his carnage, And lay down his gun.

The town went on weeping, All through the trial.

He showed no remorse, He showed not a smile.

What happened, they asked, To a boy so fine?

How could it be, He showed not a sign.

What about me? Said the ghost of the long dead mouse?

And I the rabbit, Who was found dead in the house?

And the elderly dog, With scars that still showed,

Softly whined and wondered,

HOW DIDN’T THEY KNOW?

Your Saviour Has Come, No Matter What         Author: Unknown
Stand still, child, your saviour has come.                                                             Try to be silent, so to not alert your slave masters.                                           They would treat him with as much mercy as they treat you,                                    if he was to be caught.                                                                                      With none, you know all too well.                                                                       That is over, now, but, to forever be over,                                                               go with him, in peace and silence.                                                                  Please endure this last effort.                                                                      Freedom will follow.                                                                                  Happiness will follow.                                                                                          Life will follow.                                                                                                     So, let him take you, child.                                                                                  He means only the best.                                                                                      He is the best.                                                                                                 Trust him, child, trust your saviour.                                                                      It is difficult, I know.                                                                                       You are scared,                                                                                               You are in pain.                                                                                                  But the suffering will stop once you let him take you.                                           You will stop aching.                                                                                          You will finally be free to be yourself, child.                                                            I know,                                                                                                                 he resembles those who have broken you.                                                         But your saviour is of a different kind.                                                                He is an angel disguised as a human.                                                                  He came only to liberate you                                                                              and to deliver the justice it is owed to you.                                                           This is the moment you have despaired for.                                                         The angel you have cried for has come.                                                        Whenever you cried to make them stop their evil plans,                                     he cried with you and for you.                                                                   Whenever you struggled to escape their evil hands,                                                  he struggled to get to you.                                                                          Whenever you licked your many wounds                                                           and waited for death to come as comfort,                                                              he prayed so that he would come to you before death –                                       and he rushed, he rushed.                                                                      Whenever you felt confused and abandoned,                                                       he warmly kept you in his heart and kept running towards you.                Whenever you wished, with all your remaining forces,                                      that the pain would go away,

your angel heard you, he was on his way to your rescue.                                And that he did, child, that he did.                                                                     He is here now, with you, to take you.                                                              So, now feel safe and fearless,                                                                          for your misery has come to an end.                                                             Your saviour has come and he will not desert you.                                            He may be left behind, he may fall down,                                                             he may be incarcerated and he may be killed.                                                   Whatever happens, he will go happily.                                                                 He will pass away relieved,                                                                                 for you are not in hell anymore,                                                                        and that is his sole purpose,                                                                              his sole comfort.                                                                                           Your saviour can now see you finally                                                          running in the fields, child.                                                                               He can now see you feeling all that was meant                                                    for you to experience and feel.                                                                            He can now see you being what you                                                               really are and free to be whole.                                                                           He is looking from up above, child.                                                                      He is with me.                                                                                                   The human saviour was captured.                                                                      His human shape was torn apart.                                                                      But be at ease, child,                                                                                  he would see himself being torn apart                                                                  a thousand times in order to liberate you.                                                          The saviour angel returned home.                                                                      He is still with you, in peace with you.                                                        Although he will not be here for long.                                                                                                     He will come back again and again,                                                                      for others plead for his helping hand.                                                               Many others remain where you were.                                                              And, no matter what others might do to them,                                                  their saviour shall never forsake them.                                                                No matter what others might do to him.                                                            No matter what, child, their saviour will come.

Dedicated to all those who pursue animal liberation, especially to the activists of the Animal Liberation Front and to                            those who have died to save lives: Jill, Barry, Mike and Tom.                                                                                                                                        In loving memory of our sweet Eva, César and of all the others,
Our hearts and souls are and will always be with you,
Mi-Ri-Guel-Ta

Bunny Rabbits ‘Don’t Cry’

Author: Unknown

Blood soaked white fur, pressed into a cage;

a twitching, pink nose conceals overwhelming rage.

Number 642 in a laboratory of lies.

They want us for our tear ducts, our docile, pink eyes.

Restrained in the stocks, so that I cannot move.

All for these tests, but what do they prove?

Caustic chemicals, drizzled into our eyes;

They watched transfixed, enthralled as we fried.

A torturous existence, filled only with dread:

This is the life for which I was bred.

My collective unconscious, shows me carrots and leaves.

They stole this from us – they are the thieves.

I also glimpse meadows, where bunnies run free;

Utopian pastures, I will never see.

Perhaps in the night, in the still and the calm,

We can escape and return to the farm.

A place where the victims’ wounds can be nursed;

And with time, come to terms, with the heartache and hurts.

It will only be then, that our fear can abate,

As they tell the press, “It was all a mistake”.

Fried bunny rabbits, dead on the floor:

A sight even a vivisector, would have to abhor.

‘Till then we’re condemned, to a lifetime of pain.

For them our anguish equals, profits and gain.

On supermarket shelves, the shampoos that you buy,

Deceptively boasting “baby, don’t cry”.

I long for the warren, tempting me from the sky,

I’ll be released from the torment, on the day that I die.

For the Animals of China

Author: Beth – August 2006

To whom it concerns, I was born with fur,

Without ever knowing, The dangers that lure.

To whom it concerns, I live in a cage,

And have been living in it, Since the youngest of age.

To whom it concerns, I haven’t been fed,

My bones are now showing, And soon I’ll be dead.

To whom it concerns, I’ve been beat with a stick,

Thrown into cages, Bludgeoned and kicked.

To whom it concerns, My friends were killed,

Beat, skinned alive, processed and chilled.

To whom it concerns, My fear is quite strong,

My days are numbered, I don’t have very long.

To whom it concerns, I know that my fate,

Is to end up as clothing, Or on somebody’s plate.

To whom it concerns, I want you to see,

 The only one my fur belongs to, is me.

I want this to be, a lesson to learn,

So I would tell it, to whom it concerns.

In loving memory of all the millions of animals that are tortured

in the most brutal ways for fashion or food. They’re deaths are agonizing 

but we should not allow it be in vain.

…‘till death finally becomes they’re sweet embrace.

Rest in Peace…

  Canada’s Ice Flows

Author: Cynthia Minde – March 2006

Your waters are getting warmer and your Ice is melting, 

maybe hell has set into your land.

Maybe the spirits are revenging the crimes you are doing 

on her by your human hand.

Baby seals are dying even before you can have them, 

but yet you remain ignorant of the fact they are suffering.

You still remain in a state of mind that this is rewarding, 

yet this torture by the hand of man is immoral.

Canada’s Ice Flows will disappear, 

the seals will be gone.

Is this the victory you have wished to win?

Is this the kind of solution you have been aiming for?

You will get into your boats and your seas will be quite, 

they will be like glass with nothing inside of it.

You have destroyed the waters of their beauty 

by turning them red, the blood stained ice will melt 

and show disapproval to those who have not fled.

No more Ice Flows will form in your land, 

they will diminish into water and your lively hood will end.

From the mighty spirit above watching over the suffering 

has become ponderous to all who have entwined 

in his massacre of blood.

Beware of her predestination. 

As it will become everlasting misery 

to all that are involved.

As you so suppressed to prevent publication 

or revelation of, then you become exceedingly 

unaware of the powers of the law.

So as the sea takes back what it has given, 

there will be certainty one day 

your land will not be forgiven.

I am just a specter in the shade, 

watching this foul decision you have made.

No the waters are warm and the past is the past, 

this will be your final cast.

No more Blood Ice can be seen, 

this is your prophecy you will see.

                                                                                                                                                                 For all the baby seals who are beaten to death purely for their fur and human profit.

Choose

Author: STAFF

I am not a piece of leather

I am not a pair of shoes

I am not yours for you

to do with what you choose.

I will not be bruised or beaten

I will not be whipped or chained

I will not be sold for profit

for mere financial gain.

Despite my strong defiance

I cannot speak a word.

Despite how much I suffer,

my death still goes unheard.

I can think that I am not yours,

or believe my heart is free,

but it’s foolish to not notice

the grim reality.

I am made to entertain you.

I’m for you to eat and wear.

I am made for you to test on.

I am made for you to scare.

I am cut up in a lab,

or cut up on a plate.

Why can’t it be you,

who saves me from this fate?

It doesn’t take much effort.

It just begins with some caring…

Give compassion to all beings

and start animal-millionairing!

Your Servant, Your Saviour, My Life, My Mission       Author: Unknown
To my brothers and sisters of the animal kingdom:                                                 I love you more than I love lifeless matter.                                                         You matter absolutely more.                                                                            That is my principal feeling.

I respect you more than I respect property.                                                           A thousand times more.                                                                                 That is my fundamental principle.                                                                                  You are not property; you are but the sole proprietor of yourself.

Of your life, your integrity, your dignity and your freedom.                              That is my law.                                                                                                     My law is the law which serves you and the cause                                              for the justice that you are entitled to.

I abide by this feeling, by this principle and by this law.                        Undoubtedly far more than by the laws which hurt or enslave you.            Therefore, trust that I will break every rule, if I must.                                        See that I will shred every cage, if needed be.

I will see myself being locked to unlock you.                                                          I may be placed behind bars to uncage you.                                                             I may see myself falling when running for your life.                                           But, if I fall, I will crawl.

I will crawl for your freedom.                                                                            But I will not be still nor will I be silent about your suffering.                                  I will speak and act to set you free.                                                                  Until you all are free.

I stand before you to swear that you have my absolute loyalty.                        Know that I will never think or say                                                                    that I prefer to see you maimed than killed,                                                    that I accept that you are tortured but not maimed,

that I would rather have you terrorised than tortured,                                           or that I will allow them to harass you instead of terrorising you.

No.

I will accept nothing that brings upon your death.                                                   I will take nothing that hurts you.                                                                          I will allow nothing that frightens you.                                                                   I will want nothing that enslaves you.

Yes.

I will only agree to what entirely respects you.                                                 That is solely what I will commend and celebrate.                                                 I will care not for what is said about me.                                                             Not even for what might be done to my body.

It may be stopped and even crushed.                                                                But they cannot crush me.                                                                                Not my mind, not my spirit.                                                                              For these are with you.

I will care only for facing you in peace, at ease with what I owe you.                      I will care only for what you think about me.                                                            I will care only for how you will regard me once I get you out.                                 I will care only for how you will remember me, after setting you free.

I will care only for witnessing your first breath                                                       of freedom at dawn, once I liberate you.                                                           And for all the breaths of freedom more that will follow it.                                    I care only for you.

I stand beside you now – and yours is the side I will never leave.                           I am your friend and your servant.                                                 Wholeheartedly, never partially.                                                                    Your freedom is my mission.

I will not compromise it.

I will not betray it.

I will not fail you.

Dedicated to all those who pursue animal liberation, especially to the activists of the                      Animal Liberation Front and to those who have died to save lives: Jill, Barry, Mike and                 Tom.In loving memory of our sweet Eva, César and of all the others,                                                   Our hearts and souls are and will always be with you,

Mi-Ri-Guel-Ta
Circus

Author: Unknown

C is for the cages where we rot our lives away;

I is for the indignity we suffer each day;

R is for the ring where we perform for human glee;

C is for the cruelty the audience doesn’t see;

U is for the ugliness behind the flash and glitter;

S is for our slavery, so brutal and so bitter
-------------------------------------------

Bells of Heaven

Author: Ralph Hodgson

‘Twould ring the bells of Heaven

The wildest peals for years,

If Parson lost his senses

And people came to theirs,

And he and they together

Knelt down with angry prayers

For tamed and shaggy tigers,

And dancing dogs and bears,

And wretched, blind pit-ponies

And little hunted hares.

Donde Voy 
Song by: Chyi Yu
All Alone I Have Started My Journey
To The Darkness Of Darkness I Go
With A Reason, I Stopped For A Moment
In This World Full Of Pleasure So Frail
Town After Town On I Travel

Pass Through Faces I Know And Know Not
Like A Bird In Flight, Sometimes I Topple
Time And Time Again, Just Farewells
Donde Voy, Donde Voy

Day By Day, My Story Unfolds
Solo Estoy, Solo Estoy
All Alone As The Day I Was Born
Till Your Eyes Rest In Mine, I Shall Wander
No More Darkness I Know And Know Not

For Your Sweetness I Traded My Freedom
Not Knowing A Farewell Awaits
You Know, Hearts Can Be Repeatedly Broken
Making Room For The Harrows To Come

Along With My Sorrows I Buried
My Tears, My Smiles, Your Name
Donde Voy, Donde Voy
Songs Of Love tales I Sing Of No More
Solo Estoy, Solo Estoy

Once Again with My Shadows I Roam
Donde Voy, Donde Voy
All Alone As The Day I Was Born
Solo Estoy, Solo Estoy
Still Alone with My Shadows I Roam

Donde Voy ...in memory of the dogs slaughtered in Chinese cull (a song on one 

of the websites that is no longer accessible) and all those victims 

whose only "crime" was to be a stray.

Crying with the Elephants 
Author: Dallas Rising – January 2004

Crying with the Elephants 
Is not so hard to do, 
If you know what is done to them 
In a circus or a zoo. 
They don't look a lot like us 
But you would be surprised 
Just how much we share with them 
If you look beyond their size. 
They could live as long as us 
They grow at the same rate. 
But not many make it to old age 
As humans change their fate. 
Those who run the circus know 
Elephants aren't easy to obtain 
They'll pay someone else to do it 
Hunting is out of their domain. 
The circus men find poachers 
To do this nasty deed. 
"We'll pay you for an elephant. 
It's a little one we need." 
The poachers just want money. 
Cows are shot and left to die. 
They're desperate to protect their young 
They struggle as they try. 
Mothers love their babies, 
As you cherish your own. 
They grieve when little ones are stolen, 
Taken far away from home. 
The baby weeps for days 
In fear and disbelief. 
He aches for his mother's touch, 
To offer some relief. 
The calf is meant to play 
with his elephant kin, 
Instead he's crying all alone; 
Only pain where joy had been. 
The circus needs to "break him" 
To force him to perform. 
They don't tell us how that's done 
They'd rather misinform. 


The Elephant is beaten 
With big clubs and bullwhips. 
The little babe cries out in pain, 
Until his spirit rips. 
They puncture him, they burn him, 
They use electric prods, 
Will he ever be free from this? 
Just what are the odds? 
Most of the time he's kept confined, 
Days and nights are spent in chains. 
He no longer has a home, 
Traveling 'cross country in trains. 
The box car is a filthy place, 
They don't keep it clean for him. 
He's chained there in the heat and cold, 
His life is very grim. 
They say he makes too much mess, 
This he's clearly demonstrated. 
So they give him only so much water, 
To keep him dehydrated. 
He is a social animal, 
He needs to be with friends. 
But none get any social time, 
They're all kept in separate pens. 
They force him to perform "tricks" 
He would not do in the wild. 
All for a few dollars from a 
Poor Misguided Child. 
How sad that captive elephants 
Often suffer from tuberculosis, 
And a sad mangling of the mind 
Resulting in madness and neurosis. 
This is the truth behind the lies 
This is Reality. 
Elephants across the world 
Suffer from this brutality. 
This is the life he's forced to live 
Though it's not his choice. 
Do you think it's fair or right? 
Will you be his voice? 



Mourning Toni                                                      Author: Jelena Zaric *JeZa* - January 25, 2006                                                                          Written after the euthanasia of Toni, the elephant
Dear Toni, Let your self go.. 

Warm hearts will guard you, 
Your friends will guide you, 
                                                                                                                            Step by step and start to flow…. 
Sprinkle star dust and keep that glow. 

Rest in peace dear Gentle Giant Heart, 
Your death might be a new start… 
                                                                                                                        Close your eyes, embrace new life… 
No pain… no chain… 
                                                                                                                    Find your way… 
With your loved ones you will stay… 
                                                                                                                         Forever 

In our minds, and in our souls, 
Your death will be engraved. 
                                                                                                                         You will never be forgotten, 
No, You did not die in vain! 

Dear Giant Gentle Heart, 
Rest in peace! 
Do You Remember Me?
Author: Tiger
I remember when you loved me, when you held me 

in your arms and snuggled me.
I remember when you stroked me and kissed me 

and told me how handsome I was. 
I remember how you used to brush my coat and wipe 

me down with a soft cloth. 
I remember sleeping next to you in a big bed, 

lying on your pillow beside your sweet smelling hair. 

I remember the toys you bought me, 

how you played with me; oh! What joyful fun! 
I remember how every morning I would purr 

and gently touch your cheek with my soft paw to awaken you.
I remember your sweet smile, and how you would sing out 

"good morning, my precious", when your eyes opened. 
I remember the delicious food you used to give me, 

how there was always plenty to eat.

I remember how very much I loved you, adored you, worshiped you! 
Do you remember me?


I remember when you brought the man home 

and introduced him to me. 
I remember that you said he was your husband; 

that you loved him and that he would love me, too. 
I remember that the man did not smell like a cat lover, 

but that if you loved him, then I would try to love him, too. 
I remember that the man was loud and he would 

frighten me with his hard footsteps.

I remember that the man was not cruel to me, 

but indifferent to me as I begged him to stroke me. 
I remember when the man said cats do not belong 

in the bedroom and then I no longer was allowed to sleep on your pillow.  
         

I remember how I missed awakening you every morning. 
Do you remember me?

I remember when you came home one day with a sweet 

smelling bundle in your arms. 
I remember you held it gently, snuggled it closely 

and told me that it was your baby and that you loved it. 
I remember thinking that if you loved it, I would love it, too. 
I remember being curious about it and sniffing it often, 

for it smelled like you, but it was small like me.

I remember the man being fearful as I sniffed the baby. 

The man said that I would hurt the baby. 
I remember being put outside, where I had never been before, 

and it scared me so badly! 
I remember sitting on the porch, 

crying and begging you to let me back inside. 
I remember that you never came to the door to let me in.

I remember that night when the other cats came, 

they watched me from the darkness and hissed at me. 
I remember that I was so afraid they would hurt me; 

I had no claws and could not defend myself! 
I remember huddling miserably against the door at night; 

afraid, and lonely. 
I remember the man saying that I kept him awake at nights 

with my cries, so I had to go away.

I remember you putting me into a box, 

and that you would not even meet my eyes.
 Do you remember me?

I remember being tossed from the moving car, 

box and all; and how much it hurt hitting the hard ground.
I remember escaping from the box and having no idea at all 

as to where I was; where you were.
I remember waiting there, for days, hoping you would come 

and save me. 
I remember being hungry, thirsty, lost, alone, and afraid.


I remember looking for food, being so hungry, 

rummaging in garbage cans for something to eat. 
I remember other cats chasing me, scratching me, 

and biting me because I was in their territory. 
I remember trying to find you; scent you on the breeze. 

And I could not sense you anywhere. 
I remember running and looking for you; 

running until my paws bled.

I remember how my once glossy coat became matted and dull; 

my once robust body, gaunt from hunger. 
I remember the monster with the very bright eyes 

as it swooped down upon me in the road. 
I remember the pain, horrible pain and the feel of my blood 

as it ran from my mouth. 
I remember not being able to move;
 my legs did not work anymore.

I remember needing you more than I had ever needed you 

before in my life. And yet you did not come. 
I remember how very much I loved you as I lay there dying alone, 

afraid, and in terrible pain.

 Do you remember me?
"This was written shortly after I treated a dying cat who,                                                        from all indications, had been dumped."

Farewell                                                            Author: Ian MacMillian
(Broadcast on Radio 4 Today Programme, Wednesday 16 Feb 2005)

Farewell to the scarlet coats thundering through woods,
Farewell to the sharp stink of fear,
Farewell to the fox hunt, and I'm saying GOOD;                                      and I'm raising my voice in a cheer,
Farewell to tradition, if that's what it is,                                                    though it's feeling quite feudal from here,
Farewell to the blood from a fox hound's sharp kiss                                      and I'm raising my voice in a cheer,
Farewell to the mornings where mist cools your face                                        and England of Cricket, warm beer 
and folks in big flat caps who all know their place,
and I'm raising my voice in a cheer.

You're chasing the past, chaps, not chasing a fox;                                         you're chasing a country that's gone,
They've altered the windows and changed all the locks;                                  you're riding a land that's moved on,
and I didn't see the hunters at the head of the crowd                                   when they closed down the factories and mines;
I didn't hear the hunting horn blaring out loud,                                               at the head of the picket lines.
Democracy's spoken, the pack's caught you up                                               and let down the tires on your sport,
So please don't be whining like a whipped hunting pup,                                         ‘cos it's farewell to you and your sort.

Farewell to the stirrup cup, 
Farewell the thrill of tearing a fox like a shredder shreds bills,                                and look, there's a fox
and he's standing quite still,
no, he's raising two fingers from the top of that hill,
Farewell to the scarlet coats thundering through woods,
Farewell to the sharp stink of fear,
Farewell to the fox hunt and I'm saying GOOD;                                                   and I'm raising my voice in a cheer. 

For Alfy
Author: Maria Daines

A little friend on tiny feet                                                                       One that I was glad to meet                                                                        A cheeky face and glowing eyes                                                                   A rescue dog, his mother's pride                                                                  I knew you'd lived a happy life                                                                         Far from early pain and strife                                                                  So long ago, at one month old                                                              Moonflower took you into the fold                                                           She nurtured you with caring hands                                                     Including you in all her plans                                                                  You saw the wounded as they came                                                       One by one, lost, stranded, lame                                                              You gave them courage, shared your space                                                 Your toys and food, your quiet place                                                        You watched them heal with love and care                                                   Knowing you had once been there                                                          And through it all your days were bright                                                       With kindness, fun and peaceful nights                                                  You felt the warmth of family ties                                                          And knew your trust was recognised                                                         Days rolled past to golden years                                                              Tonight our smiles turn to tears                                                             For you have journeyed to the rainbow's end                                                    And over the bridge you will meet old friends                                                 You will know who needs a gentle paw                                                         For you have been at danger's door                                                           You know how it feels when the world seems blue                                     Because you rescued the lonely too                                                               A dog in a million, a warrior soul                                                                If only time didn't take its toll                                                                      You will never be forgotten, your heart lives on                                                 For those you loved, a special bond                                                            Sleep safe little Alfy, a blessing of joy
And know that your spirit is with us sweet boy. 

In loving memory of Sir Alfred Pollard *Alfy* - May 1st 1991 – January 15th 2008

For Their Rights
By Butterflies Katz
http://www.veganpoet.com 

Upon seeing them,                                                                                                    a smile lights up my face.
They have endearing qualities                                                                                 we should embrace.
Their ecological footprint                                                                                          is hardly a trace
in comparison to that                                                                                             of the human race.
For their rights,                                                                                                       a mounting movement makes a case.
They have eyes and a face                                                                                 akin to you and me
Animals feel and breathe,                                                                                  they hear and they see.
They too want to know                                                                                       life's sweet ecstasy.
Our heart and soul knows                                                                                    they deserve to be free.
Truth compels us to help                                                                                   make it come to be.
They are not commodities                                                                                       for human use.
They were not put here                                                                                           for exploitive abuse.
Their lives have been shockingly                                                                           put to misuse.
Our oppression of them                                                                                         has no just excuse.
Set the innocent                                                                                             captive animals loose.
Animal abuse lives on                                                                                        every distant shore;
all kinds of horror                                                                                             that our souls would deplore.
We treat these love objects                                                                               and friends to adore
like enemies; on which we have                                                                  declared a war.
For their rights,                                                                                                     a world's heroes will rise to the fore.

Forget Me Not
Author: Kathryn Sousa
My owner's were to pick me up, but they never came -                                it was just my luck. I've lived here since I was a young pup;                                     I was brought here by an awful white truck.                                           Prospective families come and go,                                                                     as I have these feelings of despair and woe.
They act like they don't see me there,                                                                    as I sit and wonder why they don't care.                                                 Oh what I would do for a big juicy steak,                                                         the food here doesn't taste so great.                                                                      I just want to find a nice home,                                                                            a family I can call my own.
Here they come - it's my lucky day,                                                                       my family has come to take me away.                                                            Hold on buddy, your going the wrong way;                                                       you've taken a turn down a dreadful hallway.                                                     We came upon a metal door;                                                                                  I felt my heart hit the floor.
As I laid on that cold metal table,                                                                            I knew those old dogs weren't telling a fable.                                                    They took my collar away from me,                                                                     and I asked myself "How can this be?".                                                                I knew something wasn't right,                                                                  because it was so very late at night.
As I closed my eyes to go to sleep,                                                                             I started to count those fluffy white sheep.                                                            I think about what little life I've had,                                                                 and why it has to end so bad.                                                                           Why does it have to end this way,                                                                     they were supposed to pick me up today.

Fur: Russian Sable
Author: Laura Templeton
It's not a fashion                                                                                         It's not a trend                                                                                         It's not a style                                                                                              Please make it end

It's only torture                                                                                                   It's only crime                                                                                               It's only murder                                                                                                  It's about time

Death to all                                                                                                      Make us fall                                                                                                        Fur isn't for trade                                                                                               Keep us warm

They feel more than you do                                                                                 So you wouldn't know                                                                                       Pain and suffering                                                                                                As far as that goes

You wouldn't wear this *bit                                                                                            If only you knew                                                                                              You wouldn't think of it                                                                                         If they weren't products to you

Living breathing products                                                                                 Look up "Russian sable", what will you find?                                                      Made in humanity                                                                                             One of a kind 

Scarves, Shawls, Hate, Pain,                                                                           Gloves, Belts, Insane,                                                                                     Blood, Fear, it's all the same.                                                                         Coats, Fur, Bloody shame

Fur isn't for trade                                                                                           Death isn't in this season                                                                           Suffering isn't a great trend                                                                         Please I plead you, make it end

God Names Dog
Author: Linda Taal
(from Dutch 'Actie Zwerehonden - help for the Turkish errant dogs)


When God made the earth and the sky                                                     the flowers and trees,                                                                                    he then made all the animals

and all the birds and bees,                                                                                 and when his work was finished                                                                         not one was quite the same,

he said "I’ll walk this earth of mine                                                                     and give each one a name",                                                                               and so he travelled land and sea

and everywhere he went                                                                                         a little creature followed him                                                                            until its strength was spent;

when all were named upon the earth                                                                      and in the sky and sea                                                                                       the little creature said "dear Lord

there’s not one left for me"                                                                                  the Father smiled and softly said                                                                        "I’ve left you to the end,

I’ve turned my own name back to front                                                         and called you Dog,                                                                                          my friend".

God's Gift 
Author: Marie Belanger                                      
                                                                                                            I've almost forgotten what it feels like to play, 
To romp and to roll and then nap half the day. 
                                                                                                                          You gave me a home and you Loved me I know, 
Then one day you left me out here in the snow. 
                                                                                                                           This chain is the only thing keeping me here, 
I want to come into the house where you're near. 
                                                                                                                              I need you to help me, I am trapped can't you see? 
I know that you Love me please come set me free. 
                                                                                                                                If you're angry at me for something I've done, 
Please forgive me and teach to know right from wrong. 
                                                                                                                             I'll be your defender, your protector, your friend 
Please bring me inside, we'll be pals to the end. 
                                                                                                                             We can play and learn tricks for the family to see, 
I'll be right by your side if you need me to be. 
                                                                                                                                If anyone ever wants to hurt you or yours, 
I'll chase them away and they'll come here no more. 
                                                                                                                                  If I stay here I know I'll go out of my mind, 
I need a nice family it is how I'm designed. 
                                                                                                                            God made me your friend so you're never alone 
and he made my heart warm not cold as a stone. 
                                                                                                                             Can you give me a home or please send me away 
where someone will Love me, somewhere I can play? 
                                                                                                                      'Cause I've almost forgotten what it feels like you know 
since you left me out here, alone in the snow. 
Dedicated to the chained dogs 
Good Night, Precious 
Author: Jim Willis –  2002 
                                                                                                                               Before you die, unwanted one,
I swear there was no way, 
                                                                                                                                    I tried - I did! - I promise... 
I cried, I cursed, I prayed. 
                                                                                                                                     I mailed, I called, I pleaded,
for one to make room for you, 
                                                                                                                                  but only Heaven responded, 
and there you'll find your due. 
                                                                                                                         You've the most honest eyes I've seen, 
a heart so loyal and true —
                                                                                                                              but our society has decided, 
you've no purpose or value. 
                                                                                                                                  I wish that I could change things, 
you've been wronged —it is not right! 
                                                                                                                             But all I can offer, Precious... 
a gentle passing into that good night.

 
http://www.crean.com/kindness/poem.html 
Will Somebody Love Me?
Author: Judith Lohinski 

What have I done wrong? Why am I here?
I've lived my short life knowing nothing but fear.
I asked very little and tried to be good
But a kick; then a car left me lying in blood 
Cradled in her arms on the day I arrived
I thought I was dying but she helped me survive.

She must be an angel sent down from above
To take us all in and treat us so good.
I see her each day looking tired and worn
With another like me in her arms, so forlorn.
Two meals a day is what I get fed 
and, if I get lucky, a pat on the head.
Oh, I'm not complaining, it's more than I've had
But not to be wanted, then, I must have been bad.

I greeted each day with a wag and a lick
So tell me, why was it, he needed to kick?
Someone is out there, I know, just for me.
Oh, why won't they come, I'll be loyal, you'll see. 
We all have a story that sounds quite the same
Some were abandoned, and some have felt pain.
Still we put trust in the humans around.
There's kindness in here, and we feel safe and sound.

Strangers come in, they stare and are sad.
I'd shout if I could "I'm a great dog to have!"
Just give me a look; a few kind words will do,
Rub my nose, scratch my ears, we have feelings too. 
I think I'm quite handsome, despite my bent leg.
And I'm all skin and bone, because the lady had said.
I know that I'm lucky, I'm here and survived,
But for some it's too late, it reflects in their eyes. 

So on reading this, come look and see
You might be the one who's just waiting for me.
Hear Our Voice                                                                                                     Author: Lisa Jo Ewert - November 2003


We as animals cannot speak
In the same language as you
So our voice may go unheard
By folks unwilling to let it through

For those of us living in the wild
Our lands disappear with change
Please don't punish us for seeking
Out homes on a different range

We also ask that you try your best
To care for the land we call home
So we can remain safe from harm
In the only place we have to roam

On the other side of the spectrum
Many of us seek a home with you
To give our love unconditionally
Your companions loyal and true

We outnumber the safe places
Leaving many to live on the street
Dependent upon the compassionate
To give us shelter and food to eat

What we ask with a unified voice
Is to be shown kindness and respect
For you to take on the responsibility
That comes with your human intellect

Helpless                                                                                                             Author: Sebastciaun T. Censtcuriaus
                                                                                                                           Helpless,                                                                                                             to feel helpless as I look over that endless cliff!
Helpless, as I reflect the tyranny of this hand                                                                       of evil that swifts me up!
Helpless,                                                                                                                as I whine my inner fears                                                                            towards this tyranny of tears!

Why have I succumb to this Evil mans grip                                                              as I lay helpless into his Grip?
Why am I here in this moment and time                                                            about to lose my life at the flick of this Evil Slip?
Why would I be at this moment and time                                                                 to forever be flung into                                                                                         this cliff of never ending depth?

What is it I must've done to remain helpless in this world!                                    Why am I to remain helpless in this God Forsaken World?!

Why does no one help me?                                                                                Why am I crying before I lay dying?
Will someone lend me a tear?!                                                                           Will anyone hear my innocent tear? 
Will anyone care that I am a meaningless beast?

Oh my last thought what shall It be before I am flicked                                       across this vastly dip of seemingly endless hills?!                                              Shall he wait any longer I fear that I am nothing in his ear! 

Maybe, One day                                                                                          someone will hear my helpless and innocent Tear!


This is How the Puppy Dog Felt, I wrote a Poem "Helpless".                                                                  This poem was written after a video was shown on the internet how a                                                  U.S. soldier threw a puppy over a cliff—for pure pleasure and the fun of it!


Hi Willie                                                                       Author: Mira Fong

You have always wandered outside our domain,                                          Playing and napping                                                                                    Needing only one syllable to express the joy                                                            A world of your own invention                                                                      Beyond our naming, We took you for granted
Like roadside grass, Hardly anyone noticed your disappearance                        How lightly your tiny paws had walked through                                                 Our ears and into the Gods, Who will tilt his head and listen                                 To your quiet leaving? And realize what we have lost?

Your untameable wildness, Was so much of our true nature                                No, you did not vanish, You simply stepped out of our hasty vision                    Always towards some future gain                                                               Haunted by the unknowingness of the other world

Willie, I refuse to mourn for you, As humans mourn for their loss                         I am as suspicious as you are, About my true belonging                              Purring in a parallel world                                                                                 With such equanimity as you stretch your limbs

I am amazed that you look quite ready                                                      Becoming even fuller in your absence                                                                    As your tiny silhouette leaps into a high branch                                             While we close our eyes, Lapsing into a solitary terrain

Surely, it was your playfulness, That held the universe together                             A space we are forbidden to enter                                                                         We ponder and strive, trapped in a false construction of time                               As if performing some important task

You, Willie, overwhelmed me with your insignificance                                         Your powerlessness, So young and yet so eternal                                               "You have gone your sweet way," a Goethe would say                                       You were never the obedient kind

Always exploring , You could stir up a storm without our permission                  Until we took a sudden pause in the middle of things                                          To inquire of your whereabouts                                                                           Did I just see your thin shadow rising up

Growing larger, pressing towards me like monsoon clouds                           Swarming over the mountaintop                                                                       That I can no longer ignore your strange presence                                             And be astonished by it?

Willie, how I long to enter                                                                                 The innocence that shaped you, protected you                                                     This itself is sufficient                                                                                   Needing no other vices to exist 

But you, forever remain outside my imagination                                            Softly, your furry cheeks brush against our world                                                  As if saying you are having so much fun                                                               The exchange of shapes and forms

Disguised in time                                                                                               With your dark eyes, curiously                                                                        Even in the moment of parting                                                                        Ready to greet the perpetual beginning

Who has died?                                                                                                  Willie, are we not the same matter that makes the stars                                         I can see it so clearly, The gentle reflection in your eyes                                         A calm light humbly flows into everything                                                                                                                                          

Look, the waxing moon is rising                                                                        The pensive air carries the aroma of a summer garden                                       Like you, Willie, the night shadow is never quite fully in view                                   I have left the door open, I will sit in the dark and listen

Perhaps in the slow hesitant hours of dawn                                                     I might hear the sound of you quietly sipping water                                        Willie, how patiently you accompany us                                                              Into our own vanishing

 

PS. Willie was a stray cat briefly adopted my friend for a short time                                                     and he later disappeared.
A Poem in Hope of a Second Chance
Author: Melanie 

The sweetest cat I'll ever know,
that is sadly, and unfortunately on death row.
                                                                                                                         Sitting candidly, happily in a cage all night, all day.
I almost wonder if he was or wasn't happier outside,                                                                                                                 

free on his own as a stray. 

I'll never understand why this world is so cruel,
how people can just create and terminate life 
                                                                                                                                 as if it's this entire universe that we rule.
It disgusts me; it's not fair.

No one else seems to, but even if I'm the only one... I care.
So let this be a poem in hope of a second chance     
                                                                                                                                  --a second chance to the wonderful faded orange bobtail 
whose presence still lingers in my mind and 
                                                                                                                         whose soft fur still caresses my fingers... 
and let it be a second chance to the Earth... 
                                                                                                                           that we don't euthanize her, too.

                                                                                                                                                         This is a plea, a request from all unwanted animals in shelters:                                                           Please do not buy animals from mills or pet shops, adopt a soul that will                                     remember what you did and love and worship you for life – because you saved his!  
 
The Young Horse
Author: Valerie Sumner

He felt the turf beneath his hooves, Spread his weight in triumph rose
Over the jump he silently flew, His rider quickly gathered the reins
Took the whip, and whipped again, Go, Go you curse'd horse
Take the bit remember the course                                                                                                                          The horse his Heart trembled and fluttered                                                        He flattened his ears and opened his mouth
What glory could become of this,                                                                          His sweat flanked hide was heaving fast                                                                                                                           But still he felt that burning whip                                                             Suddenly he knew it, he had hurt his leg
Down he came with a crashing thud, His rider flew across his head
Damned horse someone yelled so loudly, Get a gun get the Vet 
 The horse lay quietly then thrashed around                                                     Tried to stand amidst the crowds, The Vet he came and looked sadly
This Horse has seen his last racecourse
Well shoot him now his owners cried                                                                                                                              No wait a moment a lady sighed, I will take him a tall fellow said
All he needs is a place to rest, The Jockey was a lucky fellow
Never hurt or scratched his head, he got up and walked away
The horse he stumbled and swayed                                                                                                     Get the Gun I told you said his owner, No please, no, the lady cried
The fellow who said I will take him 
Spoke again please guvnor let me try
Here's three hundred dollars for you
All I have today for your Horse
Take him now or I will shoot him, Said his Owner I've lost the lot
The Horse was led with kindly hands
Taken with happiness by someone who loved him
Nursed within a nice warm stable, Rugged and groomed to perfection
His legs grew stronger every day
His exercise was walking then golden hay
The months wore on and spring was here
Turned out in a grassy paddock soon was healed
His rescuer that long time ago, Was from the animal liberation
God Bless him and all others like him
May this blessing pass around.

                                                                                                                      …for all the Horses who are shot through their owners desire to
gain more from them when they cannot race again.
Where Does It End?   
 Author: Lisa Jo Ewert                                                                                                                             

Cats are one of God's creations
One of many on this earth
That don’t deserve cruel treatment
Or the denial of their worth

The human race creates a problem
Then expects it to just go away
And if it grows out of control
Feel any “fix it” method is okay

It is sad to see what people
Are capable of becoming
When it is easier to simply kill
Than to do the responsible thing

Cat’s are not as much of a threat
To this world’s environment
As those who wish to harm them
With their guns and malcontent

Felines are companions to many
Natural predators of rodents and such
Killing them isn’t the solution
It’s just an ugly, inhumane crutch

You can view it from any side
And keep trying to justify
That giving license to kill is right
But in God’s eyes it’s still a lie


How Would You Like It? 
Author: Jenny Moxham
How would you like it if right from the start, 
Right from the day of your birth, 
You were never allowed to have even one glimpse 
Of this beautiful glorious Earth.

Not ever a glimpse of the sun or the sky 
The grassy green meadows or trees, 
Deprived of all knowledge of beauty and colour 
Of raindrops and sweet summer breeze.

Well this is the wanton and cruel deprivation 
Imposed upon millions of hens, 
Imposed upon chickens in windowless warehouses 
Pigs and their piglets in pens.

Not permitted to know even if there's a world 
Regardless of what shape or form, 
Outside of the cobwebby, gloomy grey prison, 
The hell into which they've been born.

But there does come a day when some do get a chance 
To get a wee glimpse of the sky, 
The dazzle of sunshine or grassy green field 
As their transport goes hurtling by.

The sad irony is that this day of their life, 
This day when their hearts should be filled, 
Is the day that they're crammed into lorries and crates, 
And driven away to be killed.

Each year billions of factory farmed animals are forced to spend their                                                 entire lives in small cages, pens and crowded sheds.                                                                           They are painfully mutilated and denied all semblance of a natural life.                                                 As if this isn't more than enough deprivation, most of them are denied                                               even one glimpse of their beautiful world.

How Could You?
Author: Jim Willis –  2001
When I was a puppy I entertained you with my antics                                          and made you laugh. You called me your child and despite                                    a number of chewed shoes and a couple of murdered throw pillows,                         I became your best friend. Whenever I was "bad," you'd shake your                    finger at me and ask "How could you?" - but then you'd relent                           and roll me over for a bellyrub. 
My housetraining took a little longer than expected,                                     because you were terribly busy, but we worked on that together.                          I remember those nights   of nuzzling you in bed, listening to your confidences and secret dreams, and I believed that life could                               not be any more perfect. We went for long walks and runs in the park,                 car rides, stops for ice cream (I only got the cone because                                   "ice cream is bad for dogs," you said), and I took long naps                                 in the sun waiting for you to come home at the end of the day. 
Gradually, you began spending more time at work                                              and on your career, and more time searching for a human mate.                         I waited for you patiently, comforted you through heartbreaks                              and disappointments, never chided you about bad decisions,                              and romped with glee at your homecomings, and when you fell in love. 
She, now your wife, is not a "dog person" - still I welcomed her                          into our home, tried to show her affection, and obeyed her.                                        I was happy because you were happy. Then the human babies                          came along and I shared your excitement. I was fascinated by their pinkness, how they smelled, and I wanted to mother them, too.                      Only she and you worried that I might hurt them, and I spent most                        of my time banished to another room, or to a dog crate.                                       Oh, how I wanted to love them, but I became a "prisoner of love." 
As they began to grow, I became their friend. They clung to my fur                        and pulled themselves up on wobbly legs, poked fingers in my eyes, investigated my ears and gave me kisses on my nose.                                                   I loved everything about them and their touch - because your touch                     was now so infrequent - and I would have defended them                                  with my life if need be. 
I would sneak into their beds and listen to their worries and secret dreams. Together we waited for the sound of your car in the driveway. There had been a time, when others asked you if you had a dog,                         that you produced a photo of me from your wallet and told                              them stories about me. These past few years, you just answered "yes"                    and changed the subject. I had gone from being "your dog" to                      "just a dog," and you resented every expenditure on my behalf. 

                                                                                                                    Now you have a new career opportunity in another city, and you and             they will be moving to an apartment that does not allow pets. You've            made the right decision for your "family," but there was a time when I           was your only family. 
I was excited about the car ride until we arrived at the animal shelter.               It smelled of dogs and cats, of fear, of hopelessness.                                            You filled out the paperwork and said "I know you will find                                     a good home for her." They shrugged and gave you a pained look.                      They understand the realities facing a middle-aged dog or cat,                           even one with "papers." You had to pry your son's fingers loose                            from my collar as he screamed "No, Daddy! Please don't let                               them take my dog!" And I worried for him, and what lessons                                 you had just taught him about friendship and loyalty,                                    about love and responsibility, and about respect for all life.                               You gave me a goodbye pat on the head, avoided my eyes, and politely refused to take my collar and leash with you. You had a deadline                         to meet and now I have one, too. 
After you left, the two nice ladies said you probably knew about                            your upcoming move months ago and made no attempt to find me                    another good home. They shook their heads and asked                                  "How could you?" 
They are as attentive to us here in the shelter as their busy                       schedules allow. They feed us, of course, but I lost my                               appetite days ago. At first, whenever anyone passed my pen,                                  I rushed to the front, hoping it was you - that you had changed                            your mind - that this was all a bad dream...                                                             or I hoped it would at least be someone who cared,                                        anyone who might save me. When I realized I could not compete                       with the frolicking for attention of happy puppies,                                       oblivious to their own fate, I retreated to a far corner and waited.                                                                                                                             I heard her footsteps as she came for me at the end of the day                          and I padded along the aisle after her to a separate room.                                      A blissfully quiet room. She placed me on the table,                                        rubbed my ears and told me not to worry.                                                           My heart pounded in anticipation of what was to come,                                       but there was also a sense of relief. The prisoner of love                                       had run out of days. As is my nature,                                                                         I was more concerned about her. The burden which she bears                           weighs heavily on her and I know that,                                                                the same way I knew your every mood. 



She gently placed a tourniquet around my foreleg                                                  as a tear ran down her cheek. I licked her hand in the same way                            I used to comfort you so many years ago.                                                        She expertly slid the hypodermic needle into my vein.                                      As I felt the sting and the cool liquid coursing through my body,                          I lay down sleepily, looked into her kind eyes and murmured                          "How could you?" 
                                                                                                                       Perhaps because she understood my dogspeak,                                              she said "I'm so sorry." She hugged me and hurriedly explained                           it was her job to make sure I went to a better place,                                       where I wouldn't be ignored or abused or abandoned,                                      or have to fend for myself - a place of love and light                                            so very different from this earthly place. With my last bit of energy,                     I tried to convey to her with a thump of my tail that my                                "How could you?" was not meant for her. It was you,                                        My Beloved Master, I was thinking of.                                                                  I will think of you and wait for you forever. 

May everyone in your life continue to show you so much loyalty. 

The End
-------------------------------------------

The Animal’s Savior

Author: Jim Willes – 1999 

I looked at all the caged animals in the shelter...                                                   the cast-offs of human society. 
I saw in their eyes love and hope, fear and dread,                                           sadness and betrayal. 
And I was angry. 
                                                                                                                       "God," I said, "this is terrible! Why don't you do something?" 
God was silent for a moment and then He spoke softly. 
"I have done something," He replied. 
"I created You."
Abandoned Dog                                            Written by: Anonymous
I saw you abandon and try to kill your best friend yesterday. I was            sitting on my front porch when you pulled up to the tennis courts                  and parked under the big oak tree.
I watched as you opened the door, got out and let your best friend                  get out of the car. He was dancing around your feet with joy at the                     idea of a run in the park with you.
You let him run over to the softball field, then jumped back in your                 car and sped off. Your best friend looked after you in consternation,              then chased you as far and as fast as his little legs would go. You                almost wrecked your car pulling out into traffic. The next car to turn              into the park as he stood there and stared after you almost killed                  your best friend.
I thought you should know that the little dog you abandoned went                back to the big oak tree, there he stayed for the rest of the day.                    When he first went back to the tree, he sat down, threw his head back            and howled his grief, anguish and fear to the heavens, then he settled down, and loyal to a fault, waited for you to return. You never did.                 You never intended to return to the little animal that had given you                     his heart, his soul and his loyalty.
Animal Control was called, but never came. Your dog waited there                  for you through thunderstorms and pouring rain. He never went                      more than 100 feet from where you left him. Never sought shelter                   and would not approach anyone, rather he ran from them and made                   it clear he intended to wait for you.
I fed him twice, once before I went to work, once when I returned.                    He would not come to me. One child was able to pet your best friend.               He went home to see if he could keep your dog and was told he could                 bring him home long enough for Animal Control to come get him.
I wasn't satisfied with that answer, so, I took your best friend in.                         I have seen abused animals before, but he was terrified. He cringed                     at any sudden movement or loud voice. His expressive eyes told the               whole story - desperately afraid, yet so very hopeful that maybe,                     just maybe, this time he wouldn't get hurt.
I stayed home from work today. Your former best friend and I took                     a trip to my vet. He was so scared, his little heart pounding.                           Afraid he was going to be abandoned again.
As I expected, he was full of parasites, hook, round and pin worms.                 He has now had all his shots and is scheduled for surgery next week.            The day I take him in for surgery, I will license him. I hope he                      doesn't have heartworms, but if he does, I'll see that he is treated                       for those as well.

If you should ever see this letter, be warned. If you show your face                     or vehicle around my home, your license tag number will be noted                   and I will take a warrant for your arrest for Cruelty to Animals.                   Should I get the chance to do this, I will push for you to receive                       the maximum punishment that the law allows.
The Bible says that man was given dominion over the earth and the animals thereupon. If you look up the word dominion, it means stewardship. Stewardship means that man is the caretaker appointed               to care for The Master's property until The Master returns. Your                  brand of "stewardship" is unacceptable.
The Native Americans have a legend that says that when a person dies, before he or she is admitted into Heaven; they are judged by the                   animals they knew here on earth. If I were judging you, you would be consigned to the deepest pits of Hell. Knowing the love and                 loyalty your best friend had for you, I suspect he would forgive you.                     I wish I could.
For the record: The above letter was the first I ever wrote with regard                 to animals I have rescued. "L'il Bit" still lives with me. When he first             came to live with me, he was so young that he didn't have his                                        permanent canine teeth yet. Within a week, his personality was                 beginning to develop and the over whelming fear he had shown at                  first was vanishing, little by little.
His greatest pleasure now, besides running the squirrels out of the               back yard, is to sleep at my side. Either at the side of my recliner in                   the living room: when I doze off, I often awake to find a head or a paw               resting on my arm and a pair of very soulful eyes gazing at me                as though to say "I'm here, are you OK?" or when I go to bed, actually lying by my side, as close as he can get.
In my younger days, I didn't like having a dog sleeping in my bed.                Now, I find the presence of a warm, loving, living creature beside                       me comforting, often reaching out during the night and giving him                            a pat or a rub.

A Shelter Dog asks God...
Author: Joan C. Fremo
Published on: July 29, 2001 
Dear God, What is "Time"?
I hear the sadness in the voices of workers here. They say my                         "Time is up", that they have to make room for yet another dog.                            My "Time" is up. I don't know what that means, God. I only know that             my new friends are so sad, and the more I wag my tail---the harder I               try to make them feel better---the sadder they become.                                           I know I have heard that word "Time" before, but I don't understand. When I was younger, my people would say "Time to play!" They would throw the ball, and I would run fast. Sometimes I brought it back to          them, but other times we'd end up chasing each other having fun.                           I remember "Time to eat". My people would put down a bowl of food,               and I would enjoy dinner, wagging my tail in joy. There was also                     "Time for your walk". My boy would put my leash on, and we                  would go walking together, visiting the neighborhood and enjoying                    each other's company.                                                                                                            When I was younger I thought "Time" meant fun. Or maybe Love?                                 I don't understand. "Time" must mean something else, but how can it change, God? Before I came here, I heard my people say, "No time to              feed you now, boy. Later, when I get home." Sometimes my family               would forget, and there was no food in my bowl. 
Does "Time" mean when my belly hurts?                                                                 My people said there was no time for walks. I tried to hold it all day              long-- but God, I just couldn't anymore. When I finally had to go, it             made my family very angry. 
Does "Time" means anger? Or maybe Loneliness?                                                  My family said they didn't have "Time". They didn't have time to play,                or time to take me to the vet, or time to go for walks. They didn't have "Time", so they brought me here.                                                                       Maybe I was right... They said they didn't have time, and if "Time"                means Love, how did they lose it? Did I do something wrong?                              God, I think my new friends are sending me to you.                                              Do you have "Time"? May I sit on the couch? 

Am I a good Dog, God?
Is it "Time"?

One of the most important things we can give our Pets is "Time". The time to love them,          care for them, and train them. Animal Shelters and Humane Societies across the country          are filled with Pets whose families didn't have "Time". Every year, the "Time is up" for 12               million companion Pets. Do you have the "Time" to make a difference?

Last Years Christmas Present                        Author: Unknown  

T'was the night before Christmas, when all through the house
Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse;
The stockings were hung by the chimney with care,
In hopes that St. Nicholas soon would be there;
The children were nestled all snug in their beds,
With no thought of the dog outside filling their head.
                                                                                                              And mamma in her ‘kerchief, and I in my cap,
Knew he was cold, but didn’t care about that.
When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter,
I sprang from the bed to see what was the matter.
                                                                                                                 Away to the window I flew like a flash,
Figuring the dog was free and into the trash.
The moon on the breast of the new- fallen snow
Gave the luster of midday to objects below,
When, what to my wondering eyes should appear,
But Santa Claus - his eyes full of tears.
                                                                                                                      He unchained the dog, once so lively and quick,
Last years Christmas present, now thin and sick.
More rapid than eagle’s he called the dog’s name.
And the dog ran to him, despite all his pain;
                                                                                                           "Now, DASHER! Now, DANCER! Now, PRANCER and VIXEN!
On, COMET! On CUPID! On, DONNER and BLITZEN!
To the top of the porch! To the top of the wall!
Let’s find this dog a home where he’ll be loved by all"
I knew in an instant there would be no gifts this year,
For Santa Claus had made one thing quite clear,
The gift of a dog is not just for the season,
We had gotten the pup for all the wrong reasons.
                                                                                                                     In our haste to think of giving the kids a gift
There was one important thing that we missed.
A dog should be family, and cared for the same
You don’t give a gift, then put it on a chain.
And I heard him exclaim as he rode out of sight,
"You weren’t given a gift! You were given a life! "

Within Bitter Walls                                             Author: Kelly Delesandro/McNulty
Is a story                                                                                                             A tale of life                                                                                                      Lives broken                                                                                                Shattered                                                                                                                                Torn                                                                                                                                                                                                   

Screaming for an answer                                                                                Inside the blood dripped walls                                                                      Every breath is in pain                                                                                        Every moment is in terror                                                                                    Every tear is unnoticed                                                                                        

Cries without comfort                                                                                       They die in vain                                                                                          Helpless, they are trapped                                                                                Caged from freedom                                                                                     Starved are their bodies                                                                               

Ravished is their souls                                                                                 Awaiting their fate                                                                                         Knowing                                                                                                          They shall not fade in peace                                                                              More torture is ahead                                                                               

Suffering pours through the cracks                                                               Bitterness chills every breath                                                                        Thrown against cold walls                                                                              Knifes piercing their skin                                                                             Tearing through their flesh                                                                          

Breaking every bone                                                                                    Ripping away every fibre of their spirit                                                             Never stopping                                                                                                Never thinking                                                                                                Mercy is never shown                                                                               

Innocence is stripped                                                                                Stripped of its skin                                                                                     Stripped of its core of pureness                                                                           But, weakened cries still pray                                                                           Pray for mercy                                                                                                Hope for a new day                                                                                           Feel the longing                                                                                                    In need of an angel                                                                                        Wings to save them                                                                                        Carry them high                                                                                                             

Away from the torture                                                                                   Escaped from the blackened sorrow                                                                 Free from the pain                                                                                                If you could only see                                                                                       Only feel                                                                                                           

Only know                                                                                                        The suffering inside the walls                                                                          Your heart would break                                                                                    But inside your weakness                                                                                 You hold the power                                                                                          

The key to unlock the door                                                                              You could be that angel                                                                                      Have the courage to conquer                                                                             And tear down the walls                                                                                The walls                                                                                                        

That shelter evil                                                                                                                    Hold in brutality                                                                                                 Corrupt goodness                                                                                         Profit from death                                                                                                  As they kill                                                                                                                         

Inside blood dripping walls. 


 

Lil’ Bear Cub
Author: Bruce Andrew Peters, www.GreatWriteUp.com

Lil’ bear cub,
munches with ease.
Green apples all day,
in the trees.
Oh, we admire,
he’s a climber who’ll never tire.
That cute fuzzy boy,
what a joy!
Neither he - nor we - could ever see.
A pack of snarlin’ dogs -
says the master: "Chase him up the tree!"
Scampers our lil’ bear,
so scared he pees.
Not the mean, bad predator
some make ‘em out to be.
Blast! Bellows the gun, a hole torn in his trunk,
our sweet cub’s tortured.
If we could think, we woulda thunk:
No more happy days,
munching juicy apples in the sun.
No more grunting, rooting around the evergreen bunting.
No more children’s cheers, to pet his soft, warm ears.
"I trusted those humans, friendship they were a fronting."
Claws that held like a steel jaw, melt like butter,
Whack! Goes one branch against the back,
then another.
An aching, sore, gasping heap,
this isn’t a happy ending.
"That guy with the gun, he's a real creep!"
Everybody sees it this way.
Being on the wrong side of a gun,
that’s no way to end the day!
A sniper’s sniping,
creates a lot of griping!
Now the sniper’s a "sportsman,"
licensed to kill,
just call it "hunting,"
that’ll fit the bill!
The Lonely Loner 
Author: C. Blaine 
Chased from the world I once shared with man 
Now I must seek asylum wherever I can 
Blamed for so many things I've never done 
They point and say "there, he's the one". 

Once like the buffalo my numbers were great 
But now for some company I constantly wait 
My sleep is filled with dreams of days gone by 
and each morning I awake with a tear in my eye. 

They call me a predator, they don't understand 
I'm simply a hunter with no gun in hand 
I desire no trophy to hang on my wall 
But just a full belly when night starts to fall. 

Envious of my dog cousins and his master's love 
And howling with loneliness to the Heaven's above 
Though I long for a touch or a pat on the head 
By nature's decision I'll have freedom instead. 

Married for life to such a beautiful mate 
Until last winter when a bullet decided her fate 
The pups are all grown and gone from the den 
And I'm too old and stubborn to start over again. 

Now I'm truly a loner the legend is true 
But forever searching for a friend like you 
It's so hard to express but I'll try if I can 
In your own words "hey I love you man". 

As your world grows and buildings get taller 
My little hiding place keeps getting smaller 
If you don't come to your senses sometime soon 
Then who will be left to howl at the moon? 

I Am Not Proud of Some of the Things I Have Done 
Author: Tuffy (the Daschund)
Excerpted From The Confessions Of St. Tuffy
Can it be true that my years in this world already number 12?                  Though mine is but a dog's life, I have always tried to live it well. Early                      on, I made it my mission to explore the neighbourhood beyond my own yard, to appreciate nature and its many wonderful smells. I've thirsted             for knowledge, learning in excess of 10 tricks and committing to                 memory the location of every rabbit hole within a quarter mile. I have minded to comport myself with dignity, keeping my coat shiny and                 clean through a daily regimen of rigorous licking.
    But, alas, I am not proud of some of the things I have done. I have             will-fully disobeyed orders. I have, at times, been too quick to bark,                 and I have whimpered needlessly. I have gnawed upon things I never should have gnawed. Yes, I have even bitten others in anger. Not                    often, and only when I felt I had to, but now I see that turning to                the tooth never solves anything.
    I have been a bad boy.
    What springs to mind now, though it pains me to recall, is the                  garbage-can incident. My owner had been gone for hours. I was restless. Perhaps I was even a little angry over being left alone. At any rate, I nudged the kitchen-cupboard door open and overturned the garbage                can. I was drunk with the ecstasy of my ill-gotten power and, suddenly, there was garbage everywhere. As if some evil force had taken hold of                me, I chewed apart an empty bacon package right on top of the good              blue couch. When I heard the car pull into the garage, it was as if I                   had awakened from a dream. Oh, the shame! I retreated to the                   basement and cowered next to the dryer in the hopes of evading the vigorous shoe-whacking I knew I richly deserved.
    This is not my only transgression. My lust for table food has driven                  me to commit many a gluttonous act. There was the time I ate two              pounds of raw hamburger meat left to thaw on top of the basement               deep freeze. That was wrong. Worse still was the time I chewed right through that wrapped box under the Christmas tree to get at the               cheese-and-sausage party-pack that lay inside. At the time, I viewed it                         as a bold and wholly justified act of defiance-I was weary of Science                  Diet and felt deserving of more treats. But in my heart I knew. I knew.
    It has always been a battle to suppress the demon urges welling up inside me. Even as I slid from my mother's womb into the cardboard                  box in the tool shed, I was already not without sin. Yea, I sucked                  greedily at my mother's teat, trampling my six brothers and sisters in                my milk-lust. I burdened my master with my youthful exuberance, repeatedly scampering out of the box and forcing him to chase me down.                I used my tender age as an excuse to live with abandon, jumping on anyone, nipping wantonly, licking those who did not want to be licked.                 I arrogantly believed I had no need to learn the word "down."
    Greater still were the sins committed upon reaching adulthood, for            they could not be dismissed as the indiscretions of youth. At nine           months, I knew full well when to sit, when to stay, which chairs were                 off limits, and yet I still broke the House Rules. I drank from the toilet.                 I snatched the choicest-smelling items from the laundry basket. Oh,                       the things upon which I chewed! Belts, shoes, newspapers, telephone cords, chair legs, and, one terrible day, the video-game controller.               These foul acts-all the work of this bewhiskered mouth!
    I also regret my indolence. My purpose in life is to protect my               master's home, yet all too often I let sloth chase this sense of duty from me. So many afternoons I spent stretched out on the sunlit floor, my                          eyes blinking heavily until I drifted off into dreams of giant rawhide              strips and bouncing rubber balls. Then, the knock of the UPS man or             the thud of the evening paper on the steps would jolt me awake, the               harsh sound castigating me for my negligence.
If only it were true that my only sin was that of omission! No, the abuse             of free will has led me to commit the most vulgar of deeds. Repeatedly,                I have succumbed to temptations of the flesh. There was no spaniel, no beagle-lab mix I did not see as my rightful property, with which I was               free to have my way. Last summer, in my most depraved moment of carnality, only the blast of water from a cold hose was sufficient to separate me from my shameful congress with Duchess, the West        Highland terrier next door.
    In these dozen years, I have experienced misery-the ear infection,                my head getting slammed in the car door, the time I walked through                that wet tar-but nothing equals the pain I feel when I think of the shameful disobedience I have shown my master. 
    O, my benevolent keeper, my guide and my provider-you have been nothing but generous to me in spite of my hateful nature. You have               loved me unconditionally, but without undue passion. You have                 corrected my errant ways, but with a gentle hand. You have been                strong, but you have been fair. 
    It sickens me to look upon these four paws knowing they have committed such misdeeds in the face of your loving grace. I would                gladly cut them off in penance-lay them across the very same railroad tracks that took the tail of the cat next door. But I know that such an                act would only cause you pain, so true and selfless is your love for me.
My beloved master, great and giving one, my sole purpose on this               Earth is but to follow at your heels, to come when you call. I beg not                for a  snack treat, but for something far sweeter and more satisfying:              your forgiveness.
May I Go Now? 
Author: Susan A. Jackson

May I Go? May I go now?
Do you think the time is right?
May I say good-bye to pain-filled days
and endless lonely nights?
I’ve lived my life and done my best,
an example tried to be.
So can I take that step beyond
and set my spirit free?
I didn’t want to go at first,
I fought with all my might.
But something seems to draw me now
to a warm and loving light.
I want to go. I really do.
It’s difficult to stay.
But I will try as best I can
to live just one more day,
To give you time to care for me
and share your love and fears.
I know you’re sad and so afraid,
because I see your tears.
I’ll not be far, I promise that,
and hope you’ll always know
that my spirit will be close to you,
wherever you may go.
Thank you so for loving me.
You know I love you too.
That’s why it’s hard to say good-bye
and end this life with you.
So hold me now, just one more time
and let me hear you say,
because you care so much for me,
you’ll let me go today.
Dedicated to Jessica Nickole Kinder                                                                                                       I used this poem when my daughter passed away in May 2006. She was just 13 and                    she took her life. I felt this poem was perfect for the time. I cry every time I read it.                             Life will  never be the same without her but I find some comfort in the poem.

RIP Jessica Nickole Kinder
Jan 26, 1993 to May 16, 2006
A Night In A Cage 
Author: Michelle
Krapf Krzygurl83@aol.com
Running free, in the wild
In their homes, enjoying the freedom
Is all an animal really needs.
To be on their own and to be free
Just like a human.
Put in a cage is like living under facism.
What if a human spent a night in a cage?
Away from their family and all that they love
Stuck in a small space without anything
Unlike the freedom of their home.
Imagine that every day of your life
Like an animal in captivity. 

-------------------------------------------

If I Can Stop One Heart From Breaking 
Author: Emily Dickenson 1830-1886 (USA) 
If I can stop one heart from breaking,                                                                        

I shall not live in vain; 
If I can ease one life the aching, 
or cool one pain, 
Or help one fainting robin, 
Unto his nest again, 
I shall not live in vain. 
One Man’s Special Tribute to a Dog                     One of the most beautiful and accurate descriptions of our canine friends.  
The one absolutely unselfish friend that
a man can have in this selfish world, 
the one that never deserts him, 
the one that never proves ungrateful 
or treacherous, is his dog.                                                                                     A man's dog stands by him in prosperity  and in poverty,
in health and in sickness.
He will sleep on the cold ground where
the wintery winds blow, 
and the snow drives fiercely,
if only he may be near his master's 
side. He will kiss the hand that has no
food to offer, he will lick the sores 
and wounds that come in encounter with
the roughness of the world. He guards
the sleep of his Pauper master as if he were a prince.                                                                                                   When all other friends desert, he remains.
When riches take wings and reputation 
falls to pieces, he is as constant in
his love as the sun in it's journey 
through the heavens.
If misfortune drives the master forth
an outcast in the world, friendless 
and homeless, the faithful dog asks 
no higher privilege than that of
accompanying him to guard against
danger, to fight against his enemies.                                                              And when the last scene of all comes,
and death takes the master in it's 
embrace, and his body is laid away in
the cold ground, no matter if all other
friends pursue their way, there by the
graveside will the noble dog be found,
his head between his paws, his eyes sad,
but open in alert watchfulness,
faithful and true, even in death.                                                  
                                                                                                                                                                                                                  

-From a speech given by Former Senator George Graham Vest of Missouri.                                    Delivered in 1870 when he was acting as a lawyer in a suit against a man who had                        killed the dog of his client. -- He won the case.
Gotta be Somebody
By: Nickleback
We think it applies well to homeless animals and animals in shelters.
This time I wonder what it feels like 
To find the one in this life 
The one we all dream of 
But dreams just aren't enough 
So I’ll be waiting for the real thing. 
I'll know it by the feeling. 
The moment when we’re meeting 
Will play out like a scene straight off the silver screen 
So I’ll be holdin’ my breath 
Right up 'till the end 
Until that moment when 
I find the one that I'll spend forever with 

’Cause nobody wants to be the last one there. 
’Cause everyone wants to feel like someone cares. 
Someone to love with my life in their hands. 
There’s gotta be somebody for me like that. 

’Cause nobody wants to go it on their own 
And everyone wants to know they’re not alone. 
Somebody else that feels the same somewhere. 
There’s gotta be somebody for me out there. 

Tonight out on the street out in the moonlight 
And damn it this feels too right 
It’s just like Déjà Vu 
Me standin’ here with you 
So I’ll be holdin’ my breath 

Could this be the end? 
Is it that moment when 
I find the one that I spend forever with? 

You can’t give up! 
When you're Lookin’ for a diamond in the rough 
Because you never know when it shows up 
Make sure you’re holdin’ on 
‘Cause it could be the one, the one you’re waiting on 


Just A Dog                                                          by Richard A. Biby Broken Arrow, Oklahoma

From time to time, people tell me, "Lighten up, it's just a dog,"                              or, "That's a lot of money for just a dog."

They don't understand the distance traveled, the time spent,                                 or the costs involved for "just a dog."

Some of my proudest moments have come about with "just a dog."                 Many hours have passed and my only company was "just a dog,"                        but I did not once feel slighted.

Some of my saddest moments have been brought about by                               "just a dog," and in those days of darkness, the gentle touch of                        "just a dog" gave me comfort and reason to overcome the day.

If you, too, think it's "just a dog," then you will probably understand phases like "just a friend," "just a sunrise," or "just a promise."

"Just a dog" brings into my life the very essence of friendship, trust,                and pure unbridled joy.

"Just a dog" brings out the compassion and patience that make me                     a better person. Because of "just a dog" I will rise early, take long                    walks and look longingly to the future.

So for me and folks like me, it's not "just a dog" but an embodiment                   of all the hopes and dreams of the future, the fond memories of the                 past, and the pure joy of the moment. "Just a dog" brings out what's               good in me and diverts my thoughts away from myself and the worries                of the day. I hope that someday they can understand that it's not                     "just a dog" but the thing that gives me humanity and keeps me from being "just a human."

So the next time you hear the phrase "just a dog." just smile,                      because they "just don't understand."

	Monkey See?                                                              Author: Wayne K. Tolson protect@znet.com
Can you look deep into my eyes, 
and tell me what do you see?
Am I just another throw away life, 
with all this hurt built up inside of me? 

Can you look deep into my fear,
and do you see my pain?
Am I just another tortured soul,
used by this sadist for his scientific gains? 

Can you look deep into my short life,
and will I die on the first try?
Am I just another of the " lucky " ones, 
to be blinded by the suturing of my eyes? 

I do not ask to be here.
I was once alive and free.
Now just a horrific experiment,
born with no eyes for me to see. 

I do not ask to stay here.
I am caged and I am maimed.
Found out there are others like me,
who will soon be forced to face the same. 

I do not ask for you to think,
of whose this twisted mind.
Found out torture is allowed,
if you say it is for all mankind. 

Soon the research will end,
and my freedom realized.
Finally the day I have longed for ....... 

The day I am euthanazied.
In memory of all animals who have died in senseless experiments. 
May they now be at peace.

Food Forethought                                     Author: Wayne K. Tolson
                                                                                                                     Think of me tonite..
For that I give my life.
Was it for the good of all,
or was it just a waste to be carved                                                                          by the butcher's knife ?                                                                                     Think of me tonite..
For that which you savor.
Did it give you something real,
or could you taste the pain                                                                                   of my death in it's flavor ?                                                                             Think of me tonite..
For the time I was here.
Did you know how short it was,
or that the days were filled                                                                                   with torture, anguish, and fear ?                                                                   Think of me tonite..
For that which has been said.
Was your dinner worth it's price,
or was your craving to have meat                                                                    really worth me dead ? 
-------------------------------------------




Humans                                                                                                   Dominique Harvey - 2003 

We call ourselves humans,
humane, civilized, caring, thinking,
I was not treated by humans with
these attributes-----
BUT,
I received dignity, caring and
unconditional Love
from the beings you all call:

ANIMALS......................


Ode to a Fox
Author: Judi Hewitt  - L.A.C.S. Supporter from The Anglican Society                                                 for the Welfare of Animals, Bulletin 65, Spring 2005 www.aswa.org.uk  

 The hunt has arrived -                                                                                             to the sound of the horn 
As my cubs snuggle closer -                                                                                 on this their last dawn 
Can the hunters not hear my anguished cry? 
If I stay with my babies -                                                                                        I'll certainly die 
My cubs have not yet learned -                                                                              to fear mankind 
And so I'm afraid -                                                                                              we'll be easy to find 
Can the hunt not feel a mother's pain? 
As they butcher my cubs -                                                                             without any shame 
My family in tatters -                                                                                          my world torn apart 
The hunters now have me -                                                                                 and rip out my heart 
So the next time you see the hunt 
Laughing with glee 
Think of my poor cubs -                                                                                       then think about me. 
Not to hurt our humble brethren is our first duty to them, 
But to stop there is not enough. We have a higher mission - 
To be of service to them wherever they require it. 
~Francis of Assisi 
Old Dog In a Locket 
Author: Heidi Stamm (Bainbridge Island, WA) 
Old dog in a locket, 
That lays next to my heart; 
I will always love you, 
As I did right from the start. 
You were right beside me, 
Through the darkest of my days; 
It was your kind and gentle nature, 
That made me want to stay. 
Now I hold you in my arms, 
Your breath still warm against my hand; 
Our hearts still beat together, 
And I wonder if you understand. 
Through the hours that I held you, 
Before the light did leave your soul; 
I knew a way to keep you, 
Forever in my hold. 
I snipped the hair from around your eyes, 
So I would always see; 
The beauty that surrounds me, 
Even in times of need. 
I snipped the hair from around your ears, 
So I would always hear; 
Music in the distance, 
To quiet any fears. 
I snipped the hair from across your back, 
To bring me strength in time of need; 
And the power of your essence, 
Would always be with me. 
I snipped the hair from around your heart, 
That beat in time with mine; 
So I would know that love would find me, 
At some distant time. 
And so, your life slipped out of mine, 
On a quiet Spring-like day; 
But I knew that a part of you, 
Was always here to stay. 
Old dog in a locket, 
That lays next to my heart; 
I will always love you, 
Even though we had to part. 

One More Voice                                                        Author: Judi Whittaker  2002  
  

I wish that I was so inflamed                                                                                 to set the world on fire, 
To feel so much intensity,                                                                                       to have so much desire. 
To feel such passion deep within,                                                                          I'd want to so inspire 
The world to feel the same as me,                                                                           so they'd be lifted higher. 
Across the miles of cyber space                                                                             for all the world to see, 
I'll plead the cause for wildlife,                                                                            with words of poetry. 
From coast to coast, from sea to sea,                                                                  this now will be my plea, 
"Protect the rights of animals,                                                                             please help to set them free."                                                                                                                                          To fight the cause for innocence,                                                                            in verse, is now my plan. 
And I will add my voice to theirs,                                                                       and help where e'er I can, 
To all four corners of the earth,                                                                        such cruelty we must be ban, 
The senseless death of animals                                                                   wrought by the hands of man.                                                                                                                     One more voice now will be heard,                                                                         I'll do my best to write, 
With pen in hand instead of sword,                                                                      my voice will join the fight. 
One more voice inspired now,                                                                                to aid their helpless plight, 
The written word is stronger                                                                            than the sword or bullet's might. 
  

One more voice.
This poem is dedicated to animal lovers everywhere. Especially those wonderfully                         caring people who go that extra mile and spread the plight of abused and neglected                  animals throughout the world.                                                                                                                      It is their dedication that inspired me to write the following words.
Out of Mind, Out of Sight
Author: Laura Templeton
"I'm sorry I can't speak out                                                                                I'm just not understood                                                                                      I'm sorry I can't stand up                                                                                   And fight for those I should"                                                                                            

That's a great argument                                                                                            If you're blind eye can't see                                                                                                           I guess it's understandable,                                                                                   I respect your disability                                                                                           

"If you want to play those games                                                                        Just look through my eyes                                                                                                                     It's not fair for me you see,                                                                             They'll all just think I lie"                                                                               

Nothing is believable in this trustful world                                                     Our only talent is to lie                                                                                   We're lying to ourselves                                                                                      You can't possibly believe that…                                                                         

No one person suffers                                                                                 No one person lies                                                                                                No one creature bleeds an ounce                                                                          No one creature dies,                                                                                

Not for you at least                                                                                               If it's out of mind                                                                                                Let's all just not think of it                                                                                  Let us all act blind                                                                                       

"Every death is peaceful                                                                                         We kill our food through love                                                                                In need and strive and growth and health                                                          No blood was shed, yet, no hearts ever beat"                                                     

You're ignorance is deadly                                                                              You're guiltless pleasures make me cringe                                                          Yes. I fear you. I fear you're heartless ways                                                         Yes. I fear you. I fear every day                                                                              

Your plate is a death bed                                                                                   The nicest one they'll get                                                                                     Your slaughterhouses, a funeral home                                                               The best ones, I bet.                                                                                            

No one person suffers                                                                                         No one person lies                                                                                               No one creature bleeds an ounce                                                                       No one creature dies                                                                                  Humans are the smartest of all

Aren't they?                                                                                               Humans are the stupidest of all                                                                    Aren't they?                                                                                                       Lies make peace easier to believe. 

-------------------------------------------

Poem for Baby Seals
Author: Lindy Greene - April 2005
A fleet of heartless, mindless buffoons
Sets out for the annual killing fields
To commit genocide under Arctic moons
Fulfilling "quotas," harvesting "yields"

The ocean is red with innocent blood
Hundreds of thousands have hellishly died
The hunt scum wades in the crimson flood
Of unrepentant infanticide

My tears spill over, unrestrained and futile
The unconscionable deed is already done
Unthinkable that monsters so brutal
Walk Mother Earth, sit under her sun

Grieving mothers, bereft and heartbroken
Take hapless refuge in northern seas
With spirits shattered and sorrow unspoken
They abandon the ice floe nurseries 
 

I Am Your Dog                                                       Author: Unknown

I am your dog, and I have a little something                                                                  I would like to whisper in your ear.

I know that you humans lead busy lives. Some have to work.                              Some have children to raise. It always seems like you                                                are running here and there, often much too fast,                                                   often never noticing the truly grand things in life.

Look down at me now, while you sit there at your computer.                                  See, the way my dark brown eyes look at yours.                                                     They are slightly cloudy now. That comes with age.                                             The gray hairs are beginning to ring my soft muzzle.

You smile at me; I see love in your eyes.                                                           What do you see in mine? Do you see a spirit?                                                        A soul inside, who loves you as no other could in the world?                                   A spirit that would forgive all trespasses of prior wrongdoing                                for just a simple moment of your time?

That is all I ask. To slow down,                                                                              if even for a few minutes to be with me.

So many times, you have been saddened by the words                                          you read on that screen, of other of my kind, passing.                              Sometimes we die young and oh so quickly,                                             sometimes so suddenly it wrenches your heart                                                      out of your throat.  

Sometimes, we age so slowly before your eyes                                                         that you may not even seem to know until the very end,                                     when we look at you with grizzled muzzles                                                            and cataract clouded eyes. Still the love is always there,                                     even when we must take that long sleep,                                                               to run free in a distant land.

I may not be here next week.                                                                       Someday you will shed the water from your eyes,                                                  that humans have when deep grief fills their souls,                                                        and you will be angry at yourself that you did not have just                                  "One more day" with me.                                                                              

Because I love you so,                                                                                            your sorrow touches my spirit and grieves me.                                                     We have NOW, together.                                                                                                                                  So come, sit down here next to me on the floor,                                                         and look deep into my eyes. What do you see?                                                                            

If you look hard and deep enough we will talk,                                                   you and I, heart to heart. Come to me                                                                   not as "alpha" or as "trainer" or even "Mom or Dad,"                                       come to me as a living soul and stroke my fur                                                     and let us look deep into another's eyes, and talk.


I may tell you something about the fun                                                                    of chasing a tennis ball, or I may tell you something                                         profound about myself or even life in general.                                                           You decided to have me in your life because you wanted                            a soul to share such things with.

Someone very different from you, and here I am.

I am a dog, but I am alive. I feel emotion,                                                                 I feel physical senses, and I can revel in the differences                                            of our spirits and souls. I do not think of you                                                             as a "Dog on two feet"- I know what you are.                                                      You are human, in all of your quirkiness,                                                           and I love you still.

Now, come sit with me on the floor.                                                                   Enter my world, and let time slow down if only for 15 minutes.                          Look deep into my eyes, and whisper to my ears.                                            Speak with your heart,                                                                                       with your joy and I will know your true self.

We may not have tomorrow, and life is oh so very short.



                                                                                                                                            --Love, (on behalf of canines everywhere) 
Just For Ever
Author: Unknown, - modified by Ann Berlin

Just for this morning, I am going to step over the laundry,
and pick you up and take you to the park to play.
Just for this morning, I will leave the dishes in the sink,
and let you teach me how to play tug of war together.
Just for this afternoon, I will unplug the telephone and keep the              computer off,
and sit with you in the backyard and listen to the sounds of nature.
Just for this afternoon, I will not yell once when you ask for attention,
and I will look into your eyes and try to understand you.
Just for this afternoon, I won't worry if you are obedient,
or second guess how I've trained you.
Just for this afternoon, I will let you stay by my side                                      while I bake cookies,
and I might accidentally drop a few.
Just for this afternoon, I will take us to McDonald's,                                          buy us both a Veggie Burger,
and let you unwrap it yourself.
Just for this evening, I will hold you in my arms,                                                and tell you how you came into my life, and how much I love you.
Just for this evening, I will let you splash in the tub and not get angry.
Just for this evening, I will go outside with you,
and we'll sit on the porch and contemplate the stars.
Just for this evening, I will snuggle beside you for hours,
and miss my favourite TV shows.
Just for this evening when I stroke your back, I will simply be grateful
that God has given me the greatest gift ever given.
I will think about the people searching for missing pets,
the people who are visiting their pet's graves instead of their bedrooms,
and people who are in veterinary hospitals,
watching their pets suffer, until they can't handle it anymore.
And when I hug you good night
I will hold you a little tighter, a little longer.
It is then, that I will thank God for you,
and ask him for nothing,
except one more day.
The Domination of Man
Author: Glynda L. Marcus

Can you hear them?
Can you hear the caged cats crying,
Hear the netted dolphins' scream in dying,
Hear the scientists that are lying?
Can you hear them?

Can you see them?
When you close your eyes to pray,
Do images seem to stay
Of pigs' skin being burned away,
And goats shot by the Army each day?
Can you see them?

Can you smell them?
The puppies held in filthy pens,
The tuskless elephants left in the dust by men,
The slaughter house floor where once life had been?
Can you smell them?

Can you feel them?
When you touch your new coat of fox,
Can you feel the trap snap shut and lock?
When you pour the cleanser from the box,
Do you feel the singed eyes of the rabbit in the stock?
Can you feel them?

Can you imagine
What humans do to creatures every day,
The needless pain with which the helpless pay,
For a line in a book of God that some say,
Gives man the right to do whatever he may?
Can you imagine?

Pointless Tests 
Author: Adele Cain 

Look into your brother's eyes 
Love no dumbness could disguise 
Friendship's all he asks of you 
And beat him up is what you do 

See him whimper in the cage 
Drug him up to earn your wage 
Cry he might, but you don't care 
As long as it's not you in there 

Laugh the house down when he begs 
He tries to run you grab his legs 
In the name of life you say 
Still you find no cures today 

The lights dim down, you close the gate 
Some puppy paces in a state 
The sense that his poor end is near 
There's no room left inside for fear 

He scratches roughly at his coat 
His cries are stuck down in his throat 
He hears a footstep, and a door 
He sees the shadows on the floor 

He feels his end is drawing near 
He pointlessly cowers back in fear 
Closes his eyes as the man comes to see 
The man grabs the puppy and quickly flees 

This puppy was lucky, he got saved 
The not so lucky die each day 
Each puppy fears the same cruel death 
Just for the sake of these pointless tests

Prayer of a Stray
Author: Bev Davenport - 1986
Homeless Afghan Rescue & care

Dear God please send me somebody who'll care!
I'm tired of running, I'm sick with despair.
My body is aching, it's so racked with pain.
And Dear God I pray as I run in the rain,
That someone will love me and give me a home.
                                                                                                                               A warm cozy bed I can call my own
My last owner neglected me and chased me away
To rummage in garbage and live as a stray.
But now God I'm tired and hungry and cold.
And I'm afraid that I'll never grow old.
                                                                                                                     They've chased me with sticks and hit me with stones
While I run in the streets just looking for bones!
I'm not really bad God, please help if you can.
For I have become just a "VICTIM OF MAN!"
I'm wormy, dear God, I'm ridden with fleas
                                                                                                                      While all I want is an owner to please!
If you find one for me God, I'll try to be good
I won't run away and I'll do as I should.
I don't think I'll make it too long on my own,
Cause I'm getting so weak and I'm so all alone.

Each night as I sleep in the bushes I cry,
Cause I'm so afraid God, that I'm gonna die!
And I've got so much love and devotion to give,
That I should be given a new chance to live.
So Dear God PLEASE, PLEASE answer my prayer

And send me somebody who WILL really care...



Meanwhile: Know the animals, know yourself 
Written by: Bernd Heinrich - Burlington, Vermont 

There they come trudging along, straight upright on stubby legs, shoulders swinging back and forth with each step,                                      coming into focus on the screen just as                                                                I'm eating my first bite of popcorn. Then Morgan Freeman's                      otherworldly voice informs us that these beings are on a long                            and difficult journey in one of the most inhospitable places on earth,               and that they are driven by their "quest for love."

I've long known the story of the emperor penguins, but to see                             the sheer beauty and wonder of it all come into focus in                               "March of the Penguins," the sleeper summer hit, still took my breath away. As the movie continues, everything about these animals                     seems on the surface utterly different from human existence;                              and yet at the same time the closer one looks                                                     the more everything also seems familiar.

Stepping back and viewing from the context of the vast diversity of millions of other organisms that evolved on the tree of life - grass,                  trees, tapeworms, hornets, jellyfish, tuna, green anoles and elephants - these animals marching across the screen are practically kissing                cousins to us.

I admired the heroics of both the birds and the intrepid camera crew              that braved the inhumanly hostile environments of the Antarctic.                      But as a research biologist, I also admired the boldness of the                 filmmaker, Luc Jacquet, to face down the demon of                     anthropomorphizing his subjects.

Which brings me back to Freeman's use of the word "love."                                 The unspoken rule is that the word is to be applied only to one                   creature on earth, homo sapiens. But why?

A look at the larger picture shows this presumption of exclusivity is         utterly unproved. In a broad physiological sense, we are practically identical not only with other mammals but also with birds - muscle                 for muscle, eye for eye, nerve for nerve, lung for lung, brain for brain, hormone for hormone - except for differences in detail of particular             design specifications.

                                                                                                                                      

Functionally, I suspect love is an often temporary chemical imbalance                 of the brain induced by sensory stimuli that causes us to focus on something that carries an adaptive agenda. Love is an adaptive feeling               or emotion - like hate, jealousy, hunger, thirst - necessary where rationality alone would not suffice to carry the day.

Could rationality alone induce a penguin to trek 70 miles over the ice               in order to mate and then balance an egg on his toes while fasting for              four months in total darkness and enduring wind-driven temperatures             of minus-80 degrees Fahrenheit?

Even humans require an overpowering love to do the remarkable                   things that parents do for their children. The penguins' drives to                persist in proximally bizarre behaviour in the face of what must                   otherwise be overpowering temptations to do otherwise also suggests              that they love to an inordinate degree. Where they differ from us                            is that they can "love" an egg as much or more than a peeping                           fuzz-ball of a hatchling.

In the last half-century, the hidden reality of nature has been                    revealed as never before. Our general perceptions, though generally lagging behind, are now catching up. We are becoming weaned from                 the make-believe world of Walt Disney's "Bambi."

Is that why high-tech documentaries like "Micro-cosmos," "Winged Migration," "March of the Penguins" and, in a slightly different vein, Werner Herzog's new "Grizzly Man" are catching on?

I suspect that the new breed of nature film will become increasingly mainstream because, as we learn more about ourselves from other animals and find out that we are more like them than supposed,                        we are now allowed to "relate" to them, and therefore to empathize.

Nature is the greatest show on earth, and reverence for life requires acknowledging the differences between ourselves and the animals                        as well as seeing our relatedness. 

If we gain more exposure to the real - and if the producers and studios invest half as much care and expense into portraying animals as                     they do into showing ourselves - I suspect the results will be as               profitable, in economic as well as emotional and intellectual terms -           as the "March of the Penguins."

Puppy                                                               Author: Graeme Hooley - ghooley3@internode.on.net 
These four walls my prison                                                                                   for a short time they will be,                                                                            these cages stacked up high                                                                           beside a chemical factory                                                                             Sounds: ..Just like a pet shop                                                                            echo down the halls,                                                                                           but cries of pain and suffering                                                                            can be heard behind the walls                                                                                                                     

One at a time they take us                                                                        somewhere far away,                                                                                    through those big blue doors                                                                             where there’s no light of day                                                                                 Do they take my brothers?                                                                                 And sisters to their new homes?                                                                          And what is in those black bags?                                                                          Into the garbage they are thrown
Here comes the tall man in white                                                                         oh please sir play with me,                                                                                   he opens my cage door                                                                                      and for a short time I am free                                                                                   I wonder what the game will be.                                                                       What game will we play?                                                                                    And will I see my mother                                                                                some time later today?
Down the hallway                                                                                         through the doors,                                                                                           please tell me mister                                                                                             Am I now yours?                                                                                                   On a bench top I am placed                                                                               and strapped down really tight,                                                                              I cannot move at all                                                                                            no matter how hard I fight

What is this place                                                                                                 of torture, sin and pain,                                                                              thoughts of panic and fear                                                                                race wildly through my brain

The burning, the stinging                                                                                  Why do you do this to me?                                                                                This is no way to treat                                                                                         a little Beagle puppy

"Settle down little fellow"                                                                                     The tall man softly says.                                                                                Please make the pain go sir                                                                                    I wish that I were dead                                                                                            If an animal is destroyed                                                                                    for attacking a human man,                                                                             How can a man kill an animal?                                                                       Time and time again

It is for research so you see                                                                                  to make our medicines safe,                                                                          'Cause I know we’re all sick

In this ˜The Human Race”. 

-------------------------------------------
The Garden 
Author: William Cowper- 

Well--one at least is safe. One shelter'd hare                                                            has never heard the sanguinary yell of cruel man,                                           exulting in her woes. 
Innocent partner of my peaceful home,                                                             Whom ten long years' experience of my care.                                                        Has made at last familiar; she has lost Much of her                                         vigilant instinctive dread, Not needful here,                                                   beneath a roof like mine. 
Yes--thou may'st eat they bread, and lick the hand 
That feeds thee; thou may'st frolic on the floor 
At evening, and at night retire secure                                                                                 To thy straw couch, and slumber unalarm'd;                                                       For I have gain'd the confidence, have peldg'd 
All that is human in me to protect,                                                                     Thine unsuspecting gratitude and love. 
If I survive thee I will dig thy grave;                                                                    And, when I place thee in it, sighing, say,                                                                I knew at least one hare that had a friend.

Shelter Animal                                                           Author: Unknown
I went into the shelter
to find myself a pet.
But what I didn't realize
was just what I would get.
I saw there many animals
of different shape and size.
And as I looked I noticed
That tears came to my eyes.
I couldn't take all with me.
I didn't have the space.
Room for one was all I had
And quickly wiped my face.
Taking in those longing looks
I pained to see such yearning.
Every face with eager eyes
Increased my depth of learning.
Here were souls in furry coats.
And every one deserving
Of happy, warm and healthy homes.
Lives well worth preserving.
Many still remain there
To hope another day.
With loving hearts and trusting ways,
For them, I could only pray.
But to the one beside me
Who then became my friend,
I give the best that I can give
And will until the end.
Please help me, if you're able
And adopt a homeless waif.
Find a spot, within your home
Where it's comfortable and safe.
Be purebred or of mixed breed
Whichever you can take,
I'm sure the one that lives with you
A difference s/he will make.
One life that won't be wasted.
One fewer soul dismissed.
And when your pet looks up at you
Consider yourself kissed.
You'll find you won't regret it.
So much more you'll get, than give.
Devotion, adoration, trust
and spirit glad to live.
The spirit of an animal
That but for you, might perish.
A soul of charm and innocence
A life for you to cherish. 

-------------------------------------------
A Prayer For Little Paws
Author: Unknown
This is a prayer for little paws
All up and down the land
Driven away, no friendly voice,
Never an outstretched hand.
For weary little paws of beasts
Torn and stained with red.
And never a home and never a rest
Til little beasts are dead.
Oh God of homeless things, look down
And try to ease the way
Of all the little weary paws
That walk the world today.
"In Joy And Sorrow"
By: HIM
We think it applies well to people and how animals see us as saviors, not abusers.
                                                                                                              Oh girl we are the same
We are young                                                                                                       and lost and so afraid
                                                                                                                       There’s no cure for the pain
No shelter from the rain
                                                                                                                                    All our prayers seem to fail

In joy and sorrow                                                                                                   my home's in your arms
In world so hollow
                                                                                                                  It is breaking my heart

Oh girl we are the same
We are strong                                                                                                     and blessed and so brave
                                                                                                                            With souls to be saved
And faith regained
                                                                                                                                All our tears wipe away

In joy and sorrow                                                                                                  my home's in your arms
In world so hollow
                                                                                                                                It is breaking my heart

My home is in your arms
                                                                                                                          And it is breaking my heart

He Didn’t Even Cry: Febo                           Writer: Unknown
 

Febo used to spend long hours curled up at my feet. And ever so often                 he would get up, walk over to the door, and turn and look at me.                              

I would go and open the door for him and he would go out,                          coming back after an hour or two.                                                                                                                       One day he went out and never came back.                                                              

I waited for him until evening, and when night fell, rushed through the streets, calling him by name. I returned home in the dead of night and threw myself on my bed, facing the half-open door.                                            Ever so often, I would go to the window and call him again                                   and again in a loud voice.                                                                                                                        

At daybreak, I again rushed through the deserted streets.
As soon as it was daylight, I rushed to the municipal dog prison.                          I went into a grey room where I found a number of whining dogs,                      shut up in stinking cages, their necks still bearing the marks of the noose.  

The caretaker told me that my dog might have been run over                     by a car, or stolen, or thrown into the river by a gang of hooligans.
He advised me to go the round of the dog shops who could say                          that Febo was not in some dog shop?

All the morning, I rushed from one dog shop to another,                                     and at last a canine barber is a dirty little shop near the Piazza Dei Cavalieri asked me if I had been to the university veterinary clinic,                          to which dog thieves were in the habit of selling cheaply                                        the animals that were subsequently used for clinical experiments.
I rushed to the university, but it was already past midday --                                 the veterinary clinic was closed.
I returned home. In the afternoon, I returned to the university                            and went into the veterinary clinic. My heart was thumping,                                   I was so weak and in such agony of mind that I could hardly walk.                            

I asked for the doctor on duty and told him my name.                                     The doctor, a fair-haired , short-sighted young man with a tired smile received me courteously and gazed at me for a long time                                 before replying that he would do everything possible to help me.
He opened the door and we entered a large, clean, bright room,                           the floor of which was covered with blue linoleum. Along the walls,                      one beside the other, like beds in a children's clinic, were rows                           of strange cradles, shaped like cellos.  

In each of the cradles was a dog lying on its back with his stomach exposed or its skull split or its chest gaping open.
The edges of those dreadful wounds were held apart by thin,                            steel wire, wound round wooden pegs of the kind that in wooden instruments serves to keep the strings taut.
One could see the naked heart beating,                                                               the lungs with the veins of the bronchial tubes looking like                                  the branches of a tree. 

Swelling exactly as the foliage of a tree does when the wind blows;                    the red shining liver very slowly contracting; slight tremors running through the pink and white substance of the brain as in a steamy mirror. 

The coils of the intestines sluggishly disentangling themselves                             like a heap of snakes waking from their deep slumber.                                        And not a moan came from the half open mouths of the tortured dogs.
As we entered, all the dogs turned their eyes upon us. 

They gazed at us imploringly, and at the same                                                   time their expressions were full of a dread foreboding.

They followed our every gesture with their eyes, watching us with trembling lips, standing motionless in the middle of the room,                               I felt a chill spread through my limbs.
Little by little, I became as if turned to stone. I could not open my lips.                  

I could not move a step.
A doctor laid his hand on my arm, "Courage," he said.                                       The word dispelled the chill that was in my bones. Slowly I moved                       and bent over the first cradle. As I proceeded from cradle to cradle,                          the color returned to my face, and my heart dared to hope.
Then suddenly I saw Febo.
He was lying on his back, his stomach exposed and a strobe buried                  in his liver. He was staring at me, his eyes were full of tears.                                 He was breathing gently, his mouth half open, and his body                                  was trembling horribly. He was staring at me, and agonizing pain               stabbed my heart.
"Febo," I said in a low voice, bending over him and stroking his forehead.
Febo kissed my hand, and not a moan escaped him.
The doctor came up to me and touched my arm. "I can't interrupt the experiment," he said, "It's not allowed.                                                               

But for your sake I'll give him an injection. He won't suffer."
I took the doctor's hand in mine. "Swear to me that he won't suffer,"                      I said, while the tears rolled down my cheeks.
"He'll fall asleep forever," said the doctor. "I would like my death                          to be as peaceful as his."

I said, "I'll close my eyes. I don't want to see him die."
"But be quick -- be quick!"
"It will only take a moment," said the doctor,                                                     and he moved noiselessly away, gliding over the soft carpet of the linoleum. He went to the end of the room and opened the cupboard.
I remained standing before Febo.                                                                               

I was trembling horribly, tears were running down my face.                               Febo was staring at me, and not the faintest moan escaped him.
The other dogs, lying on their backs in their cradles,                                       were also staring at me -- and not the faintest moan escaped them.
Suddenly, I uttered a cry of terror:                                                                    "Why this silence!" I shouted.
It was a horrible silence, a vast, chilling, deathly silence,                                      the silence of snow.
The doctor approached me                                                                                     with the syringe in his hand.                                                                        "Before we operate on them, "he said,                                                                  "we cut their vocal cords."

Remember Me
Author: Trudie James                                                                                                                          Ode to the Irresponsible Breeder 


Remember me, though I know that you won't
I'm the pup that you bred, I'm the soul that you owned 
Remember my mum, though you'll just get confused
She's the bitch that you broke, she's the womb that you used 

Remember the vet that you didn't call
When the blood ran so dark in our cold dank stall 
Remember how cruelly you kicked me away
When I dared lick your hand - I just wanted to play 

Remember the age that you wrenched me from mum
With my hold on life fragile and my weaning not done 
Remember the home that you didn't check
That kept me outside with a chain round my neck 

You'll remember the blood money you exchanged for my life
You'll remember the goodies it bought you and the wife
Now imagine my fate and cringe with your shame
See my sad lifeless eyes and my skeletal frame 

I've known neglect and abuse I feared never would end
When Death came for your pup, it came as a friend 
There are thousands just like me in the yard, street and pound
And whilst bad breeders breed this grim cycle goes round 

You failed in your duty though I was born at your will
Now I'm your fatal shadow that walks by you still 
I hope, my cruel breeder, that your guilt's worth your gain
You filled your car with my fear, bought your beer with my pain 

But no act goes unnoticed and no sin goes unpaid
You'll account for my life at the end of your days 
I'll be right there beside you when at your Reckoning you stand
You'll remember me then - it's my blood on your hands. 

Remorse                                                                      Lem Ward was handing out copies of a poem by a friend [unnamed]
who had watched a pair of Canada geese die in mutual embrace.
A hunter shot at a flock of geese                                                                       That flew within his reach.                                                                                Two were stopped in their rapid flight                                                                 And fell on the sandy beach. 
The male bird lay at the water's edge                                                                   And just before he died                                                                                       He faintly called to his wounded mate                                                                  And she dragged herself to his side. 
She bent her head and crooned to him                                                                   In a way distressed and wild                                                                        Caressing her one and only mate                                                                           As a Mother would a child. 
Then covering him with her broken wing                                                           And gasping with failing breath                                                                           She laid her head against his breast,                                                                      A feeble honk ... then death. 
This story is true, though crudely told.                                                                    I was the man in the case.                                                                                        I stood knee deep in the drizzle and cold                                                           And the hot tears burned my face. 
I buried the birds in the sand where they lay,                                               Wrapped in my hunting coat,                                                                             And I threw my gun and belt in the Bay                                                           When I crossed in the open boat. 
Hunters will call me a right poor sport                                                               And scoff at the thing I did;                                                                                 But that day something broke in my heart,                                                        And shoot again? God forbid!
                                                                                                                                                       Editor's note: When a goose gets sick, or is wounded by gunshot and falls out,                            two geese fall out of formation and follow him down to help and protect him.                             They stay with him until he is either able to fly or until he is dead.                                   Sometimes they die, too.

Sit & Stay
Author: (Ginny) Ellis Virginia 
September 2005 – Hurricane Katrina

When the levee broke, the water came,
And flooded the entire town,
To save the folks, men came in boats,
So not a soul would drown. 
"Not any room," the rescuer said,
"For dogs, or cats, or pets,
Men, women, and children only,
Sorry," he expressed regrets. 
"You can't go, girl," her master said,
As, with tears, he turned away,
"I promise I'll come back for you,
But for now, girl ... SIT and STAY!" 
So Princess sat on the front porch steps,
While the dark waters swirled below
Her doggy heart nearly broke apart,
When she saw her master go, 
She could have jumped into the water,
And dog-paddled after him,
But SIT and STAY were the words she heard,
So she made no effort to leap in. 
Always an obedient dog,
She listened to her master's voice,
And his command still fresh at hand,
Gave her no other choice. 
She had water; she had food,
Enough to last for several days,
But her doggy appetite left, too,
When her master's boat got under way. 
The first night on that dampened porch
Princess felt fearful and alone,
She whimpered nearly all night through,
She missed her master and her home. 
The next day came, and then the next,
With no boats approaching her,
She saw a few rush by her porch,
But most of them were just a blur. 
One night the house began to shudder,
The porch shook and broke away,
Then, like a raft, it floated off,
While on it, Princess SAT and STAYED. 

In the morning, far from home,
The raft was caught in tangled weeds,
Back and forth poor Princess paced,
A pathetic sight, indeed. 
She stared up at a cloudless sky,
Her eyes too tired to really see,
But she thought she saw a rainbow,
Up above the flooded trees. 
It started near the porch's edge,
It seemed like a bridge high in the sky,
Perhaps if she could reach it,
It would lead to some place dry. 
She stretched to reach the rainbow,
She stood tall on her hind legs,
She lost her balance several times,
And almost fell into the dregs. 
If it truly were the Rainbow Bridge,
She knew it would lead to Heaven's Gate.
But ... what about her master,
Who had commanded her to wait? 
She could not forget his orders,
And always she obeyed his words,
So she'd SIT and STAY and wait for him,
No matter how absurd. 
Limp, exhausted and resigned,
She fell asleep on the old porch floor,
Then she awoke, surprised to find
The rainbow closer than before. 
Easier now for her to reach,
She wouldn't have to stretch at all,
But then across the murky waters,
She heard a sweet, familiar call, 
"Princess! Princess" Where are you, girl?
Her master's voice rang loud and clear,
She stood and weakly wagged her tail,
While whining softly she was here. 
A reunion to end reunions!
Wet kisses, wags, and hugs!
Tears of joy and happy howls!
Heart strings pulled and tugged! 
The Rainbow bridge no longer seen,
By the loyal dog that had obeyed
Nor would it reappear for years,
For the dog that chose to SIT and STAY.

Skinned Alive                                                          Author: Unknown
Its not a bad dream
It happens in real life
They tear off our skin
while we are still alive
why do they take
our souls away
for coats to wear
on winter days ?                                                                                          We are scared and afraid
Facing our death alone
standing in a line
waiting for our turn
look into our eyes
we feel pain just like you
but we cannot talk
that’s why we need you
Lets get together
Lets give them a voice
Get up, stand up
Lets make that choice
The animal rights revolution starts
We will fight for the beating hearts
We have to answer their cry to survive
And let the animals stay beautiful alive!                                                Born into deprivation
Short life in a tiny cell
Misery and isolation
Angels forgotten in hell
Our bodies laid aside,
Our bones are thrown
Now, our death is ready to be worn
No protection and no explanation
To this deadly pain, humiliation
We have only you, please understand
Save us from fashions cruel deadly hand
Lets get together
Lets give them a voice
Get up, stand up 

Surrendered Eyes
Author: Jerry Elmore Layne
  
Throw-aways, strays, cast-offs...
Kittens, Puppies, Dogs, Cats                                                                              and oh, so many more.

    A complete, inexcusable wasted loss of love,
loyalty and friendship.
A loss to terrible fear.
A loss to shivers, to loud noise,                                                                             to the banging of cages and
... yes, a loss to hopelessness.

    Adoption is so isolated. 
Life, in itself, is misery and loneliness.
    The eyes, the eyes tell all. 
The watery, downhearted                                                                                    and surrendered eyes tell all.

    A dog biscuit is passed-over for the simple
act of a friendly pat on the head                                                                          and a happy, loving voice.
    Hot…  Very hot and humid. 
Cold… Very cold and windy.
    No grass, No sun. 
Concrete and Strangers of All Kinds.
    Now, very afraid. 

    Now.  It is the time for death.                                                                         There is NO adoption.
    And, please, do not say, 'putting to sleep,'
for it is the last, few remaining
moments on earth.

     A kiss from me and a "I love you,"                                                                and the injection begins.
     ...The surrendered eyes are  .... forever closed
and each and every, single one                                                                             of these wonderful creatures
breaks your heart."
The Circus Slave 
by: WantNoMeat@aol.com 
from Animal Rights Online www.aronline.org 

Taken from mother after birth 
she will never know freedom on earth 
A baby elephant born a circus slave 
freedom just a relentless crave 

Training starts and she's on her own 
confused she stands all alone 
Each foot is held by a thick chain 
this begins her awful life of pain 

Her first beatings are felt here 
where she'll learn about fear 
The whips, chains and bats alike 
she wails and winces with every strike 

Cowering, she can take no more 
worn and bleeding she hits the floor 
To struggle she has lost her will 
her spirit broken she lays still 

She'll be forced to entertain 
from this life she'll go insane 
Still the crowds keep rolling in 
waiting for the show to begin 

Most will never know or see 
that behind the scenes is misery 
You have the power of your voice 
to speak for those without a choice

The House Dog's Grave 
Author: Robinson Jeffers (1887-1962) 

I've changed my ways a little; I cannot now 
Run with you in the evenings along the shore, 
Except in a kind of dream; and you, 
If you dream a moment, 
You see me there. 

So leave awhile the paw-marks on the front door 
Where I used to scratch to go out or in, 
And you'd soon open; leave on the kitchen floor 
The marks of my drinking-pan. 

I cannot lie by your fire as I used to do 
On the warm stone, 
Nor at the foot of your bed; no, 
All the nights through 
I lie alone. 

But your kind thought has laid me less than six feet 
Outside your window where firelight so often plays, 
And where you sit to read, 
And I fear often grieving for me. 
Every night your lamplight lies on my place. 

You, man and woman, live so long, it is hard 
To think of you ever dying. 
A little dog would get tired, living so long. 
I hope that when you are lying 
Under the ground like me your lives will appear 
As good and joyful as mine. 
                                                                                                                         No, dears, that's too much hope: 
You are not so well cared for as I have been. 
And never have known the passionate undivided 
Fidelities that I knew. 
Your minds are perhaps too active, too many-sided... 
But to me you were true. 

You were never masters, but friends. I was your friend. 
I loved you well, and was loved. Deep love endures 
To the end and far past the end. If this is my end, 
I am not lonely. I am not afraid. I am still yours.                                                                                                                                                                          The Puppy's Plea
A 12-year-old named Mollie wrote this poem. 
She brought it to us at a recent Petland protest.            
                                                                                                                                Here I lie, alone in my cage
The breed that I am is all the rage.
I came here from a puppy mill,
A place where dogs are bred until killed.
                                                                                                                                  I remember my mother,
Her fur soft and sleek,
She, too, lived in a cage,
She was so small and weak.
                                                                                                                                   I was only a baby,
Just 2 months old,
When I was taken from Mother,
I was hungry and cold.
                                                                                                                                I was shipped off in a crate,
All scared and alone,
I didn't know where I was,
But I knew I wasn't home.
                                                                                                                       There were other pups too,
Every one lost and confused.
I was starving and thirsty,
So were the rest.
                                                                                                                                         I wanted my mother;
I know she's the best.
I arrived in the pet store,
Wishing for comfort,
                                                                                                                               But all that my heart felt
Was sorrow and hurt.
My paws ached from walking on grids,
When people came, I always hid.
                                                                                                                          Here I still lie, alone in the store,
You want to take me home,
And make me yours?
Please, oh, please,
                                                                                                                                            

Don't take me home,
For if you do another pup,
All cold and alone,
Will be sitting here,
                                                                                                                      Another dog in need of an owner,
Another puppy away from its mother,
I'll stay here, I can do it,
Just leave me here,
                                                                                                                         There's nothing to it,
If you walk out of the store,
Puppies will come here never more,
                                                                                                                        And no dog will have to live like this,
Cold and alone, without a home.
Nobody should have to live like this,
That's my one and only wish. 
-------------------------------------------
Let Me Play Before I Die 
Author: Jim Willis, 2002

'Tis lonely here in prison,
I dream of sun, of fields,
I saw them from a window once,
but I don't know how they feel.
I've never known a caress,
a friend, a bone, a toy,
I'd happily companion,
a human girl or boy.
But some men have decided,
with selfishness and greed,
that my fate shall be a cage,
and for my keep, I'll breed.
What should fuel this folly?
My kind may bark in vain.
We care not for your commerce,
and few know of our pain.
We're hidden well from justice,
for our freedom some may cry.
God grant me, please, just one request--
Let me play once before I die.
Puppy Mills 1
From: www.puppymillrescue.com/poems.htm

Day after day...
each one the same,
another year older
a little more lame
left out in the weather
with little protection
my body is sore
and hot with infection
in the freezing cold
or the searing heat
with nothing but wire
beneath swollen feet
my food bowl is empty
my water dish dry
What did I do??
please tell me, why?
the litters come
and the litters go
where do they take them?
I don't know...
Is this a bad joke?
or a horrible game?
I have no home
not even a name
no one to love me
no one to care
no one to bathe me
and brush my hair
my teeth are rotting
my eyes are encrusted
where are the people
to whom I'm entrusted?
I cry every night...
so afraid, don't you see?
could this be the life
God intended for me?
someone, speak for me
I am losing my will
take me out of this hell
called a puppymill... 
Puppy Mills 2                                                       Author: Unknown
My bones ache, my muscles sore, 
so tired I have grown,
I sit within the small confines
of this tiny cage I call home.                                                                              Many friends surround me, 
lots of different breeds,
They too share my aches and pains,
with no humans to tend our needs.

I am a bitch or so they call me,
I hear it's not a bad name.
Lots of puppies I have whelped,
to them it's just a game.
I sit and watch day after day,
so many puppies being born.
Where do they go, what happens to them,
when from their Moms they're torn?

I can see the grass growing tall and green,
I long to sniff and feel it.
I've never walked upon that field
nor have they let me near it.
Instead I walk upon this screen so hard,
so rough, so cold.
My feet ache, my toes are sore,
I'm exhausted and feel so old.

My friends have told they lived in places,
long before this one.
Where humans touched them every day
and with children they could run.
I long to have just one human 
pet and kiss me,
and maybe play a game.
I know it will never happen,
but I wish it all the same.

Instead they bring another dog
and toss him in with me.
Another litter I must bear,
there's no end that I can see.

The little girl that sits beside me
cried out the other day.
She screamed out loud
then limp she went
and the pups were taken away.
She was gone but just a day,
when her sister was beside me.
She too had some more puppies,
so small and weak and tiny.

The other day they came and checked me,
while my puppies were being born.
"This one's too big, there's no use now,
her insides are too torn."

They scooped me up, it hurt so bad,
the blood was everywhere.
They never tried to help me,
they didn't seem to care.
They took me to that big green field
and laid me on the ground.
The smell was heaven
and the ground so soft,
I tried to look around.
They covered me with more soft soil,
I had nothing to fear.
I closed my eyes and just relaxed,
I knew the end was near.
No longer do I imagine
the feel of human touch,
or how it feels to run and play,
here I have so much.
There is a great big coloured bridge,
and fields that go forever,                                                                             I'm happy, I'm home, I'm someone's friend,                                                     it couldn't get much better. 
 

Lost Soul                                                                     [This was written about a dog in the Johnson County Pound, Smithfield, North                         Carolina. Gas chambers are still used in several Virginia counties.]

Hello. My name is "Lost Soul" and I'm a stray mutt mix who                              was found by an animal control officer when I was trying to find                        food in somebody's garbage can. I'm starving, skinny and scared.                        I'm 3 years old, and my whole life was spent chained to a tree.                           My owner moved and just let me run free. I'm not that beautiful.                           I'm a black lab mix like most of the other "prisoners" at the shelter.               Most people will pass me by because of my emaciated body and skin problems. I know it's time for me to go to heaven and I accept this.                         I just wish I could die a peaceful death with a shot. But no, I will die                       in the GAS CHAMBER in Johnston County, NC. I will be put in a box              with many other dogs and locked in. I will be scared and start to cry.                      I hope none of the other dogs get mad and start to attack me, which                          is very common in this situation. I will start to breathe in the gas                     and I will feel my eyes and mouth burn and I will start howling.                                 I will take my little nose and put it to the bottom of the grate to try                       to catch some fresh air. This isn't working, Oh God, Please Help,                                 I can't breathe! I'm vomiting, dizzy and starting to black out and              convulse. I hear the other "lost souls" scream and some blood is                 splattered on me because I'm pawing to get out... and I cut the pads                   on my paws off. Oh my God, this hurts and I'm so scared!                                     I'm wondering why I have to die this way??                                                           All I ever wanted was a family to love and warm lap to sit on!!                            Why do convicted murderers on death row get a shot,                                      but I have to die in a GAS CHAMBER? I wish I could die with a shot,               with a vet holding me and rubbing my ear telling me everything                         will be okay. I would die with some dignity and not defecate or urinate               on myself. I better give in to the gas and go to heaven now,                                  for if I don't die, they will put me in the gas chamber and do it again.                                                I can't wait to get to heaven                                                                                 and have all the angels rub my belly and give me kisses.

                                                                                                                                                   Please rescue a dog or cat before they are gassed..                                                                            .Please call the news or newspapers and tell them that you don't want your tax                              money used for the GAS CHAMBER. 


Pet Store Puppy 
This story may be published or reprinted in the hopes that it will stop unethical                               breeders and those who breed only for money and not for the betterment of the
breed. Copyright 1999 J. Ellis
I don't remember much from the place I was born.                                                 It was cramped and dark, and we were never played with by
the humans. I remember Mom and her soft fur,                                                      but she was often sick, and very thin. She had hardly                                        any milk for me and my brothers and sisters. I remember                                 many of them dying, and I missed them so.
                                                                                                                                  I do remember the day I was taken from Mom.                                                        I was so sad and scared, my milk teeth had only just come in,
and I really should have been with Mom still, but she
was so sick, and the humans kept saying that they
wanted money and were sick of the "mess" that me                                            and my sister made. So we were crated up and taken                                              to a strange place. Just the two of us.                                                                  We huddled together and were scared, still no human hands                           came to pet or love us.
                                                                                                                                  So many sights and sounds and smells!                                                             We are in a store where there are many different animals!                              Some that squawk! Some that meow! Some that peep!                                      My sister and I are jammed into a small cage.                                                       I hear other puppies here. I see humans look at me.                                               I like the 'little humans', the kids. They look so sweet,                                        and fun, like they would play with me!
                                                                                                                              All day we stay in the small cage. Sometimes mean
people will hit the glass and frighten us. Every once
in a while we are taken out to be held or shown to
humans. Some are gentle, some hurt us. We always hear,
"Aw, they are so cute! I want one!" but we never get to go with any.
                                                                                                                            My sister died last night when the store was dark.                                               I lay my head on her soft fur and felt the life                                                  leave her small, thin body. I had heard them say                                               she was sick, and that I should be sold at a "discount price"
so that I would quickly leave the store.                                                                  I think my soft whine was the only one that mourned                                          for her as her body was taken out of the cage                                                      in the morning and dumped.                                                                                                                      Today, a family came and bought me! Oh happy day!                                     They are a nice family, they really, really wanted me!                                     They had bought a dish and food,                                                                         and the little girl held me so tenderly in her arms.                                                   I love her so much!                                                                                                                 

The mom and dad say what a sweet and good puppy I am!                                         I am named Angel. I love to lick my new humans!
The family takes such good care of me. They are loving
and tender and sweet. They gently teach me right and
wrong, give me good food, and lots of love! 

I want only to please these wonderful people!                                                        I love the little girl and I enjoy running and playing with her.
Today I went to the veterinarian. It was a strange
place and I was frightened. I got some shots, but my
best friend, the little girl, held me softly and said
it would be okay. So I relaxed. 

The vet must have said sad words                                                                          to my beloved family because they looked
awfully sad. I heard "severe hip dysplasia,"                                                          and something about my heart. I heard the vet say
something about back yard breeders                                                                and my parents not being tested.
                                                                                                                                 I know not what any of that means, just that it hurts
me to see my family so sad. But they still love me,
and I still love them very much! I am 6 months old now.                                                                                  Where most other puppies are robust and rowdy,                                                 it hurts me terribly just to move. The pain never lets up.                                                                                             It hurts to run and play with my beloved                                                           little girl, and I find it hard to breath.                                                                     

I keep trying my best to be the strong pup                                                               I know I am supposed to be,
but it is so hard. It breaks my heart to see                                                          the little girl so sad, and to hear the Mom and Dad                                             talk about "it might now be the time."                                                                                                                     

Several times I have went to that veterinarian's
place, and the news is never good.                                                               Always talk about congenital problems.                                                                  I just want to feel the warm sunshine and run,                                                  and play and nuzzle with my family.
Last night was the worst.                                                                                 Pain has been my constant companion now. 

It hurts even to get up                                                                                        and get a drink. I try to get up but can only whine in pain.
I am taken in the car one last time.                                                           Everyone is so sad, and I don't know why. Have I been bad?                                 I try to be good and loving. What have I done wrong?                                                        

Oh if only this pain would be gone!                                                                          If only I could soothe the tears of the little girl.                                                        I reach out my muzzle to lick her hand,                                                               but can only whine in pain.
The veterinarian's table is so cold.                                                                             I am so frightened. The humans all hug and love me,                                            they cry into my soft fur. 

I can feel their love and sadness.                                                                             I manage to lick softly their hands. Even the vet
doesn't seem so scary today. He is gentle and I sense
some kind of relief for my pain. The little girl holds
me softly and I thank her for giving me all her love.
I feel a soft pinch in my foreleg. 

The pain is beginning to lift.                                                                                    I am beginning to feel a peace descend upon me.                                                       I can now softly lick her hand.
My vision is becoming dreamlike now, and I see my
Mother and my brothers and sisters,                                                                   in a far off green place.                                                                                        They tell me there is no pain there,                                                          only peace and happiness. 

I tell the family good-bye in the only
way I know how, a soft wag of my tail                                                                 and a nuzzle of my nose. I had hoped to spend many,                                     many moons with them, but it was not meant to be.

"You see," said the veterinarian, "Pet shop puppies                                            do not come from ethical breeders."
The pain ends now, and I know it will be many years
until I see my beloved family again.                                                                       If only things could have been different.


 Dog Daze
Author: Bruce Andrew Peters http://greatwriteup.com/
Back in the day, 
It was "run with the pack," 
no sense to stray nor run away. 

But who'd like: 
To be forgotten, just because master's leaving? 
That a newborn child in the family would mean - 
we'll stop your breathing? 
Or the landlord who says:                                                                                  "No more shelter you'll be receiving!" 

Dump four-legged faithful on such a whim, 
yet they love us to the very end,                                                                       even when the margins are so ever slim. 
Speaking at the animal shelter, is Labrador Jim: 
"I'm not sure how, but I ended up here. 
There's sixty thousand like me every day, 
That's over twenty one million each year. 
It's a reprieve from neglect and yelling                                                                and a bruising beating, or a blood-splattered dog fight - 
gnashing, tissue-tearing teeth, at a clandestine meeting. 

Oh! My heart wails! 
Sullen as the stench, choking the air. 
The injustice of it all, and nobody cares. 
Cold, lifeless steel bars, somber's the word in this jail.                                          Yelp for help! Grim Reaper's driving coffin nails. 
Saviors rarely post bail. 

Against all odds, 
hope's all we have, 
at the end of the road. 
No trip's worse, 
than a final ride in the back of a hearse." 

Amidst soccer practice,                                                                                   evening news and dinner for two: 
prayer's answers are found in you. 
God and goodness we say on Sunday, 
Did we forget our furry friend's fiasco? 
It's 24/7 - that's every day. 
Take Me Home
by Avril Lavigne 
We think it applies well to homeless animals and animals in breeding mills. 

I'm standing on the bridge
I'm waiting in the dark
I thought that you'd be here by now
There's nothing but the rain
No footsteps on the ground
I'm listening, but there's no sound

Isn't anyone trying to find me?
Won't somebody come take me home?
It's a damn cold night
Trying to figure out this life
Won't you take me by the hand
take me somewhere new
I don't know who you are but I,
I'm with you

I'm looking for a place
I'm searching for a face
Is anybody here I know
'Cause nothing's going right and
Everything's a mess
And no one likes to be alone

Isn't anyone trying to find me?
Won't somebody take me home?
It's a damn cold night
Trying to figure out this life
Won't you take me by the hand,
take me somewhere new
I don't know who you are but I,
I'm with you, I'm with you

Oh, why is everything so confusing?
Maybe I'm just out of my mind
It's a damn cold night
Trying to figure out this life
Won't you take me by the hand,
take me somewhere new
I don't know who you are but I,
I'm with you, I'm with you
Shelter Dog
Author: A shelter worker. From http://www.critterhaven.org/

I wish you could see as I sit here today,
Tears filling my eyes, the loss in my heart...
For a dog unknown to you.
                                                                                                                           Her body strong, her eyes bright,
Gleaming with anticipation for any little treat.
Locked in a cage for more than a month,
                                                                                                                           Her hope, never faded,
Her trust, never waived...
Though her card said "Caution,"
                                                                                                                           With love she obeyed.
Sitting up straight on her hard plastic bed
Begging once more, "Just please scratch my head"
                                                                                                                            My love for this pup was hard to endure,
For the day before her time was due,
I gave her a bone which she dropped to the floor.
                                                                                                                           She knew...I had come to say goodbye.
I cursed the owner for Shawna's fate!
When next someone exclaims:
                                                                                                                        "How could you work here?"
No, we're not to blame,
only doing your dirty work
                                                                                                                           With anger, not shame
Not "puppy-killers" or "evil"...
Just the last loving hand to say goodbye...


Bye Baby
Written by: an Animal shelter volunteer in Massena, NY
From All Breed Rescue and Referral,                                                                                                           a D.C. area rescue group http://www.allbreed.org/ 
No more lonely cold nights                                                                                    or hearing that I'm bad 
No more growling belly                                                                                     from the meals I never had. 
No more scorching sunshine                                                                            with a water bowl that's dry. 
No more complaining neighbours                                                                    about the noise when I cry. 
No more hearing "shut up",                                                                               "get down" or "get out of here"! 
No more feeling disliked,                                                                                   only peace is in the air.
Euthanasia is a blessing,                                                                               though some still can't see 
why I was ever born                                                                                              If I weren't meant to be. 
My last day of living                                                                                          was the best I ever had. 
Someone held me very close,                                                                                 I could see she was very sad. 
I kissed the lady's face,                                                                                      and she hugged me as she cried. 
I wagged my tail to thank her,                                                                            then I closed my eyes and died. 
The Reason
Author: Kim-Senite-RockoO
This is to all the Rescues, Foster moms, and shelter workers out there~ This is the                      Reason we all do what we do~ Deana Wehr, Bowling Green Warren Co.                              Humane Society
I would've died that day if not for you. 
I would've given up on life if not for your kind eyes. 
I would've used my teeth in fear if not for your gentle hands. 
I would've have left this life believing that all humans don't care. 
                                                                                                                 Believing there is no such thing as fur that isn't matted 
skin that isn't flea bitten good food and enough of it
beds to sleep on someone to love me 
to show me I deserve love just because I exist. 
                                                                                                                          Your kind eyes, your loving smile, your gentle hands 
Your big heart saved me........
You saved me from the terror of the pound 
Soothing away memories of my old life. 
                                                                                                                        You have taught me what it means to be loved. 
I have seen you do the same for other dogs like me. 
I have heard you ask yourself in times of despair
                                                                                                                            Why you do it When there is no more money,                                                       no more room, no more homes 
You open your heart a little bigger,                                                              stretch the money a little tighter 
Make just a little more room....                                                                            to save one more like me 
                                                                                                                                 I tell you with gratitude and love that shines in my eyes 
In the best way I know how
Reminding you why you go on trying. 
I am the reason 
                                                                                                                             The dogs before me are the reason 
As are the ones who come after. 
Our lives would have been wasted,                                                                      our love never given. 
We would’ve die if not for you.
 

They Live In Our Hearts
Author: Nitram Nagev

They live in our hearts                                                                                          and run through our dreams:
The non-human friends                                                                                      who are now departed.
                                                                                                                        Of their exploits and scrapes                                                                                 we could write reams
About joy and love,                                                                                              and how we are broken hearted
                                                                                                                                That they have gone to a land                                                                                 of Love and Light,
And left us behind                                                                                                     to nurse our cold grief.
                                                                                                                           But the sadness melts                                                                                      when we know we are right
That one day we'll all meet again -                                                                       oh such a relief! 

-------------------------------------------

Unseen They Suffer 
Author: Unknown

Unseen they suffer 
                                                                                                                                      Unheard they cry 
                                                                                                                                     In agony they linger 
                                                                                                                                               In loneliness they die. 




Poem about laboratory animals
Tough Love / Chained 
Author: Gordon Bakalar
                                                                                                                                              I am a dog with a story to tell
A dog on a chain, my life a living hell.
I was unlucky enough to be born in a "mill"
Though they passed new laws, it's probably there still.
I was born in a small wire pen
Along with my brothers, six of us kin.
We were not kept together for very long
Before taken to auction and sold for a song.
Sold to a pet store, my home a glass cage
I was one of those designer dogs, "all of the rage."
So again I was sold in about a week
Little did I know it was "up the creek."
I was bought for a Christmas present for the kids
But that didn't last long before I hit the skids.
At first it was a happy and playful time
I lived in a big house, everything was fine.
Played with two children, my master and his wife
This was the greatest, this was the life.
But then all of a sudden things got real hard
I was thrown outside to live in the yard.
Maybe it's because I do shed a little
Or once on the rug I did a little piddle.
No explanation and no reason why
All night alone I would whimper and cry.
When the sun came up I barked all day
But no one, not even the kids, came out to play.
I've grown a little older now living on a chain
They say I'm too big for the house,                                                                      too much trouble to train.
This is my story, and my lament
I'm nothing more than a lawn ornament.
I've been waiting for my master for close to 15 years
Tied in the back yard, choking back my tears.
I hope you think of me when you see a dog on a chain
And know that dog is lonely, hurting, and in pain.
Maybe you'll even stop a while and pat him on his head
Or just sit beside him and talk to him instead.
If you stay long enough to say a friendly word
It's sure to be a kindness that for years he's never heard.
When you see a chained dog and know of his plight
You'll know in your heart and mind, it just ain't right.

Voice of the Voiceless                                                Author: Unknown
I am the voice of the voiceless: 
  Through me, the dumb shall speak; 
Till the deaf world's ear be made to hear 
  The cry of the wordless weak. 
From street, from cage, and from kennel, 
  From jungle and stall, the wail 
Of my tortured kin proclaims the sin 
  Of the mighty against the frail. I am a ray from the centre; 
  And I will feed God's spark, 
Till a great light glows in the night and shows 
  The dark deeds done in the dark. 
And full on the thoughtless sleeper 
  Shall flash its glaring flame, 
Till he wakens to see what crimes may be 
  Cloaked under an honoured name.                                                               The same force formed the sparrow 
  That fashioned Man, the King; 
The God of the Whole gave a spark of soul 
  To each furred and feathered thing. 
And I am my brother's keeper, and I will fight his fight, 
And speak the word for beast and bird, 
  Till the world shall set things right.                                                                Let no voice cavil at Science - 
  The strong torch-bearer of God; 
For brave are his deeds, though dying creeds, 
   Must fall where his feet have trod. 
But he who would trample kindness 
   And mercy into the dust - 
He has missed the trail and his quest will fail: 
   He is not the guide to trust.                                                                            For love is the true religion, 
  And love is the law sublime; 
And all that is wrought, where love is not, 
  Will die at the touch of time. 
And Science, the great revealer, 
  Must flame his torch at the Source; 
And keep it bright, with that holy light 
  Or his feet shall fail on the course.                                                                   Oh, never a brute in the forest, 
  And never a snake in the fen, 
Or ravening bird, starvation stirred, 
  Has hunted its prey like men. 
For hunger, and fear, and passion 
  Alone drive beasts to slay, 
But wonderful man, the crown of the plan, 
  Tortures, and kills, for play.                                                                               He goes well fed from his table; 
  He kisses his child and wife; 
Then he haunts a wood, till he orphans a brood, 
  Or robs a deer of its life. 
He aims at a speck in the azure; 
  Winged love, that has flown at a call; 
It reels down to die, and he lets it lie; 
  His pleasure was seeing it fall.                                                                                                               And one there was, weary of laurels, 
  Of burdens and troubles of State; 
So the jungle he sought, with the beautiful thought 
  Of shooting a she lion's mate. 
And one came down from the pulpit, 
  In the pride of a duty done, 
And his cloth sufficed, as his emblem of Christ, 
  While murder smoked out of his gun.                                                             One strays from the haunts of fashion 
  With an indolent, unused brain; 
But his sluggish heart feels a sudden start 
  In the purpose of giving pain. 
And the fluttering flock of pigeons, 
  As they rise on eager wings, 
From prison to death, bring a catch in his breath: 
  Oh the rapture of killing things!                                                                    Now, this is the race as we find it, 
  Where love, in the creed, spells hate; 
And where bird and beast meet a foe in the priest 
  And in rulers of fashion and State. 
But up to the Kingdom of Thinkers 
  Has risen the cry of our kin; 
And the weapons of thought are burnished and brought 
  To clash with the bludgeons of sin.                                                                  For Christ, of a million churches, 
  Come near to the earth again; 
Be more than a Name; be a living Flame; 
  "Make Good" in the hearts of men. 
Shine full on the path of  Science, 
  And show it the heights above, 
Where vast truths lie for the searching eye 
  That shall follow the torch of love. 
Voice of the Voiceless                                                Version II (presumed to be the earliest, and thus actually version 1)
by Ella Wheeler Wilcox, Poet Laureate of Humanity 
Published by the American Humane Association, Albany, N.Y. 
I am the voice of the voiceless: 
  Through me, the dumb shall speak; 
Till the deaf world's ear be made to hear 
  The cry of the wordless weak. 
                                                                                                                              From street, from cage, and from kennel, 
  From jungle and stall, the wail 
Of my tortured kin proclaims the sin 
  Of the mighty against the frail. 
For love is the true religion, 
  And love is the law sublime; 
And all that is wrought, where love is not, 
  Will die at the touch of time. 
                                                                                                                             And Science, the great Revealer, 
  Must flame his torch at the Source; 
And keep it bright, with that holy light 
  Or his feet shall fail on the course. 
For he who would trample kindness 
  And mercy into the dust-- 
He has missed the trail, and his quest will fail: 
  He is not the guide to trust. 
                                                                                                                      Oh shame on the mothers of mortals 
  Who have not stopped to teach 
Of the sorrow that lies in dear, dumb eyes, 
  The sorrow that has no speech. 
Oh, never a brute in the forest, 
  And never a snake in the fen, 
Or ravening bird, starvation stirred, 
  Has hunted his prey like men. 
                                                                                                                         For hunger, and fear, and passion 
  Alone drive beasts to slay, 
But wonderful man, the crown of the Plan, 
  Tortures, and kills, FOR PLAY. 
He goes well fed from his table; 
  He kisses his child and wife; 
Then he haunts a wood, till he orphans a brood, 
  Or robs a deer of its life. 
                                                                                                                            He aims at a speck in the azure; 
  Winged love, that has flown at a call; 
It reels down to die, and he lets it lie; 
  His pleasure was seeing it fall. 
The same force formed the sparrow 
  That fashioned Man, the King; 
The God of the Whole gave a spark of soul 
  To each furred and feathered thing. 
                                                                                                                            And I am my brother's keeper, 
  And I will fight his fight, 
And speak the word for beast and bird, 
  Till the world shall set things right. 
-------------------------------------------

The World’s Need                                                    Author: Unknown
So many gods,                                                                                                         so many creeds, 
                                                                                                                           So many paths                                                                                                    that wind and wind, 
                                                                                                                                                         While just the art                                                                                                   of being kind, 
                                                                                                                              Is all the sad                                                                                                   world needs. 

Voice of the Voiceless                                                 Version III (republished on June 5, 1993 by the Chicago Tribune)
So many gods, so many creeds, 
So many paths that wind and wind, 
While just the art of being kind 
Is all the sad world needs. 
I am the voice of the voiceless: 
Through me, the dumb shall speak; 
Till the deaf world's ear be made to hear 
The cry of the wordless weak. 
From street, from cage and from kennel, 
From jungle and stall, the wail 
Of my tortured kin proclaims the sin 
Of the mighty against the frail. 
For love is the true religion, 
And love is the law sublime; 
And all that is wrought, where love is not 
Will die at the touch of time. 
Oh, shame on the mothers of mortals 
Who have not stopped to teach 
Of the sorrow that lies in dear, dumb eyes, 
The sorrow that has no speech. 
The same Power formed the sparrow 
That fashioned man - the King; 
The God of the whole gave a living soul 
To furred and to feathered thing. 
And I am my brother's keeper, 
And I will fight his fight; 
And speak the word for beast and bird 
Till the world shall set things right. 
I Hear Their Voices Crying
Author: Craig Burton

I see Thy face
Reflected in Thy creatures;
Life's wondrous plan
That's mirrored in their eyes.
                                                                                                                       I hear Thy voice
In all their many voices.
And now, with heavy heart,
I hear their cries.
                                                                                                                      I smell the smoke;
The Everglades are burning
With fires set by man
In all his greed.
                                                                                                                    The only voice he hears
Is money talking.
His eyes and ears are shut
To their great need.
                                                                                                                   It's spring of year;
The wild things are nesting
With little ones too young
To run or fly.
                                                                                                                And if they could,
It would not greatly matter.
There's no place left to go,
And so they die.
                                                                                                             And more and more
They die in countless numbers
Brought on by man,
And long before their time.                                                                                                           

Against all odds,
They struggle for survival;
Their trust betrayed.
Their pain is somehow mine.
                                                                                                                   

I have not much
Of wisdom, wealth or power.
There isn't much
That one like I can do.
                                                                                                             And yet I seem to hear
Their voices crying.
And so, in humble prayer,
I turn to You.

Don't let our world
Destroy Thy wondrous creatures,
For it would be
A sorry place, indeed.
                                                                                                             Please give me words
And show me how to use them.
Perhaps a few may listen
And will hear. 

-------------------------------------------

What We Owe
Alan Dennis alan-dennis.wanadoo.co.uk
All died bravely most died scared                                                                       All young men no life was spared
They stayed in a country that was not theirs
Where we now go to say our prayers
                                                                                                                             To thank these men for what they did
Could we do the same or would we have hid
From boats they came to face the guns
Up sandy beaches which were not their own
                                                                                                                                   No time for castles in the sand
They were here to free this foreign land
They faced the bullets and the steel
That we wont know what it's like to feel
                                                                                                                            For all these men that we don't know
Nothing can measure what WE owe

This Little Kitten
Author: Melanie mELLY ZacisMyCat@aol.com 

Done once shunned,
This little kitten --
                                                                                                                    Scrawny, sick and spiritless --
Never to frolic,
                                                                                                                         Never to play.

As he listlessly, lonesomely,
Eats the leftover, dry food,
                                                                                                                               He wonders who this is,
Who has arrived.

Who is this stranger?

Why has she come?

But then he knows.
And then he purrs, 
                                                                                                                            For the first time to a stranger --
no longer a stranger.

Inaudible meows,
Compliment his gaping mouth,
                                                                                                                                  As he runs with the other cats and kittens,
To their caretaker.
                                                                                                                                A caretaker who does indeed care.

But he is gone now.
I don't know where.

Activist's Pledge
Author: Janet Riddle WantNoMeat@aol.com 
From Animal Rights Online www.aronline.org
Until the last flesh is consumed
and no more animals are born to doom
                                                                                                                                Our struggle is beside the weak
respect for life is what we seek 

Until the last is forced to entertain
and no more animals are driven insane
                                                                                                                            For all those beaten to a cower
we lend our strength and our power 

Until the last suffers in a cruel test
and scientific fraud is finally confessed
                                                                                                                           To those voiceless we give them word
until their agonizing cries are heard 

Until the last dead skin is worn
and for our usage no animal is born
                                                                                                                   Relentless battles we must fight
until all others see compassion's light 

Until the last abuse has ceased
and existence is granted to every beast
                                                                                                                                    We won't abandon or give in
because this war we intend to win 

Prayer for the Animals
Author: Albert Schweitzer

Hear our humble prayer, O God,
for our friends the animals;

especially for animals who are suffering;

for animals that are overworked,

underfed and cruelly treated;

for all wistful creatures in captivity

that beat their wings against bars;

for any that are hunted or lost 

or deserted or frightened or hungry;

for all that must be put to death.

We entreat for them                                                                                             all Thy mercy and pity,

and for those                                                                                                     who deal with them

we ask a heart of compassion

and gentle hands                                                                                                   and kind words.

Make us, ourselves,                                                                                              to be true friends to animals,

And so to share                                                                                                 the blessings of the merciful.

AMEN. 

-------------------------------------------

In silence they suffer,

In loneliness they die,

To Heaven they will go…

The pain, suffering and loneliness forgotten.

Angels will welcome their return                                                             and cradle their souls up above…

And God will give them the greatest give of all:

Love, Protection, Freedom and everlasting Peace

I want to thank GOD for making this possible, for giving me the inspiration, and the ability to help His creation: The animals that He has put on this                earth for us to adore, protect, enjoy and use in the right way… not to torture, experiment on, abuse, neglect, forget, hunt or kill for pleasure.

A special thank you goes out to A.L.F. for the wonderful work they do,         risking their own lives to save the lives of the voiceless. Ann Berlin who gave me permission to use these beautiful poems placed on their website by people who really care about the wellbeing of our fury and feathery friends. 

To all animal welfare organisations that are dedicated in saving lives, provide medical care, food, water and a warm place to sleep: Thank You!                                We are all aware that it must be the most difficult task, with so little     resources, but you never give up, you never loose hope.

For you, the reader, thank you for purchasing this book.                                          In doing so, you have provided hope for animals to find a loving, caring home. Please don’t stop here, donate to animal welfare organisations to help animals that are unwanted and were betrayed by their owners.

Last, but not least, my furry family: my children: Chelsey & Schumi, my   sisters: Roxy & Gypsy, my cousins: Crystal, Cowboy, Poena, Jude, Jade                & Flipper (who went missing 12th November 2008 – we miss you), my friends:  Nolsie, Sasha, Monja, Cash, Kieta & Spyker.                                                                       

Daantjie, Rassie, Whitey and all the others who are now in Heaven – we love you and we miss you – Rest in Peace.

My love for them and the thought of any harm coming to them or any other           animal on this planet, was the true inspiration behind my mission.

Please donate or adopt, it will save lives, and fulfill yours…

Thank You,

Adelé Sutherland

adele.s13@vodamail.co.za / adele.suth@webmail.co.za
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